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Before my pen has glean 'd my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charactery,
Hold like rich garners the full ripen 'd grain. .
.
JOHN KEATS, "WHEN I HAVE FEARS'
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Friends
november 1969
your long brown hair
gleams copper
in the sun







as we walk from school
with a birthday to celebrate
(your sixteenth)
at a formica-topped table
we indulge in
full to the brim
bowls of soup
and burn our tongues
as we sip
& the clock on the kitchen stove ticks
& the kitchen is white and open
& the refrigerator hums to the beat
while we plot our course
with tarot cards
on your bed on the floor
of the tiny striped
blue/green room
and the cherub you sketched
watches us
from her place on the wall
as we summon spirits
with coconut incense
they mock us





(soft against our skins)
we wait for darkness
to descend
you light a tiki-face candle







through his open eyes
into ours











like smoke from a pipe
& the clock on the kitchen stove ticks
& the kitchen is white and open








moon-eyed by the window
at the fallen leaves





Jesus saves. Elect Wallace Drink
Dr. Pepper. Impeach Earl Warren. Slave,
nigger, negra, colored, colored-
Only, Negro, Black, nigger.
Hang high from a tree,
Hang as high as we can see,
Hang high so we can win,
Hang to save us from our sin.
Jesus saves Earl Warren.
Impeach Dr. Pepper. Earl
Warren is the road to salvation.
Impeach Jesus. Dr. Pepper saves.
Pray for George Wallace.
The warm breeze drawls around me
As I stand, near where Stede Bonnet hung,
Looking over the desolate Battery,
To where the war began.
A land broken like an old man
Across Amoron's knee. Defeated.
An adopted son, I drink the bittersweet
Wine I do not have to drink;
I make it mine, and the red clay flows
Through my veins. I love my land:
I laugh and cry, live and die,
Hope and pray.
Great joy and great misery,




You were with me;
not some imagined houri:
for a segment in time
it was you.
Vanished from me,
as if some time traveler from the
fourth dimension had
whisked you away.
No, it was just he,
coming around to carry you off again,
snatching you from my fingertips
as if a paper doll.
And then it seemed
as ifyou had never been there
or were an imagined image
conjuredfrom a nebulous air,
Returned to the mists
of the chanting cigarettes,
the moaning throng in orgasmic unison.
Mark A. Hulme
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A Day at the Lake
Dave Lagrange
This paper was written for Dr. Richard Raymond's Composition 101
class, Fall quarter, 1983.
Most of the rescue work I had done, in my years with the Coast Guard,
had been routine. Even though I wasn't always successful, I had never
allowed my personal feelings to surface. All of the training I had received
had molded me into a calm professional, and I believed that fear didn't fit
the mold. But on a warm day in 1979, Lake Huron taught me differently.
I was the crewman aboard a helicopter, sent to evacuate five people
from a boat which had been disabled by heavy seas. When we arrived, the
boat was anchored, in heavy surf, near the Canadian side of the lake. Each
wall of foaming green water drove the little craft closer to shore. The jagg-
ed rocks, along the beach, looked like buzzards waiting for a fallen animal
to die. My stomach turned at the thought of the frail vessel being ground to
splinters on those monsters. As I advised the pilot how I intended to han-
dle the rescue, the angry lake taunted us. Lifting the boat on the crest of the
wave, holding the terrified people just out of reach, it would suddenly
plunge them into a cavernous trough. The look of horror on the children's
faces made me shiver.
The plan was simple. A line, lowered to the boat, would then be tied to
the basket. As the basket was lowered on the hoist, the man would pull it
in. My hands began to tremble as I lowered the line to the helpless people
below. The weighted end of the line landed on the deck; with a vise-like
grip, the man grabbed it and held on. The pilot struggled to hold position
above the floundering vessel as I tied the line to the basket and pushed it out
the door. Although the hoist moved laboriously slow, the woman and three
children were quickly lifted into the aircraft. Leaving the man behind, we
dashed toward shore to deliver the four to safety.
Once the ambulance attendants had removed our shivering cargo, we
raced back to the battered craft. Now much closer to the waiting rocks, I
had a sinking feeling that we wouldn't get the man off in time. My sweat
soaked flight gloves made it difficult to handle the rope. With cold pincers
of fear creeping up my spine, I found myself praying for steady hands. The
man, now violently seasick, grabbed the rope in a deathgrip. He had
managed to pull the descending basket within a foot of the boat when a sud-
den shift in the waves spun the craft around. As it danced wildly on the
waves, the motor hooked the basket. I began desperately jerking the hoist
cable, trying to free it, when the boat plunged into another abysmal trough.
Stretched like a guitar string, the hoist cable strained against the sudden
weight. Suddenly, with a snap, the basket sprung free. It flew high into the
air and landed inches from the man. "Up, Up, Up," I screamed into the
headset; the pilot pulled the helicopter into a steep vertical climb. The man
was suspended in mid-air, dangling like a puppet. As the aircraft started,
slowly, toward shore, I punched the hydraulic release to reel the terrified
marionette to safety. Once he was inside the craft, I collapsed into the
crewman's seat.
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The flight home and landing were uneventful. As we taxied toward our
parking spot, I tried to dry the tears that stained my cheeks. We had done
it; we had gotten them all off. The only casualty was my own self image. I
had lost my belief in the cold uncaring professional. I realized that even
professionalism requires feeling. Although I had never been in danger, I
had been as terrified as the people I was sent to rescue.
I exited the 'chopper and trudged toward the hanger. "Tough one?"
asked one of the ground crew. I looked at him for a very long second.
"Nan, piece of cake!"
laninaioaaaiaoinaiaaiaainnioaiaainoianiooiaoinolaal
Struggle
To look within ourselves where answers lie,
flung far beneath the realm of easy grasp
made stronger by the wish to let them die
yet knowing life requires such dreadful tasks-
A searing pain, she feels it as before.
It grips the thought and holds it like a vise.
It lurches up then plunges down for more,
and rising brings again the unchecked cries.
She called it forth, this monster from her soul,
the choice was hers: to battle or to run.
Oh, what a price to pay for being bold!
(She chides herselffor thinking she had won).
But somewhere in the calling forth, foretold






Charlie's place was dimly lit except for the stained glass hood lamp
over the pool table. A blue cloud of smoke drifted just below the hood like a
miniature afternoon cumulus from the nearby Okefenokee Swamp.
Some eighteen or twenty people sat around the bar. * 'Marty, put your
hat on right. You look stupid with it on the back of your head," noted Betty
Jean, the bartender. Buck joined in by yelling to Marty about his hat and
Marty snapped back, "Hell, you don't know what I've been doing!" A few
raised eyebrows and grinned naughtily as if they did know. Marty just
didn't want to admit it looked dumb, as Betty Jean had suggested.
Most of the eyes shifted back to the pool table where Walt, the local
eight ball champ, had just polished off J.B. for the third straight time. J.B.
dies hard. He used to be the champ 'til Walt started coming in. Since then
he'd been whipped regular - I mean like eleven of every twelve games.
Sometime back in May when J.B. got whipped bad for the first time, he
blamed it on a "cigar ash in his eye" - nearly everybody believed it. Until
then he'd hardly ever lost. Then it was the damn new band that played Sun-
day through Wednesday - Woody's Shed, they were called. J.B. called
them "peckerwoods" and they were bad ~ a fiddler that should've quit
years ago and a female vocalist who was all boobs and no voice. J.B. got so
upset he broke three good pool cues! That was before he went out and
bought him a personalized cue stick that has a screw-on handle and even a
little leather case to carry "The Wizard" in. Marty is J.B.'s buddy and he
said it cost J.B. $289.00 on special. It came from a plant out of Maryville,
Tennessee. Well, no matter, in the long run J.B. had to accept runner-up
cause Walt keeps on a taking him. Walt, a young, good-looking fella don't
wanta lose his competition, so about the hardest thing he ever said was that
J.B.'s cue was real nice and on a good night J.B. could win three or four
games with that new stick.
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The fifth new Sunday to Wednesday band in four months was about to
era n k up. This one just might make it. The crowd warmed up to 'em cause
they knew all the old favorites like "Honky Tonk Woman," "If I Had the
Wings of an Angel," and everything Hank Williams ever did. They did
good hymns, too. Nearly everybody joined in when they did "Closer Walk"
and "Amazing Grace." The women all sang. Some men, too. Those that
didn't just nodded approval and some said "real nice" or "I love that
song" in reverent tones.
Hard Liquor was the new band and they seemed to be here for awhile.
It didn't hurt that there were five of them and they played for $ 150.00 a
night and free drinks. By 1:00 a.m. they were a bit sloppy but so was the
crowd, and nobody seemed to notice.
Old South, the regular Thursday to Saturday band had been at
Charlie's for nearly five years now. Some thought they were the best — good
enough to be on "Nashville Sound" or "Grand ole Opry." They were good
but their endurance record had something to do with being thirty percent
owners with Charlie. Only a few insiders knew about that.
A stranger, dressed more like a casual businessman than a regular at
Charlie's, came in. Most of his kind just look around like they were looking
for a particular body and move on. They might figure a good ole boy would
start a fight with them or maybe we look a little too country for them. Once
in a while some guy's looking for his wife. A few come looking for a woman
to pick up. Anyhow, this guy came in, ordered a Bud and sat quietly at the
bar. He mighta had country roots cause he didn't just walk in and start talk-
ing and he didn't leave. Besides, except for the ones drinking from cups,
every beer can on the bar was a Bud. It seemed a little strange when the pool
table had such a nice Miller's light over it.
Over next to the wall sat a man a few knew as Pug. He'd been in
before, maybe five or six times. Rachel, a pencil-thin blond with hair way
down her back sat with him. He looked fifty-five or sixty at first, but it
might have been because of his teeth. The bottom teeth seemed to be in bad
shape and the upper's were almost surely "store bought."
To the surprise of a few, these two danced to every upbeat song played.
It was precision dancing like contesters out of the 1940's. Pug threw Rachel
between his legs, over each hip and into the air. She even did a flip through
his outstreched arms for a finale to the dance. Every move was precise, well-
timed and obviously well rehearsed.
The stranger ordered a second Bud and asked the waitress about the
couple. She said, "They don't come in much, but she ain't his daughter
--she's his woman" as if to convey a warning. When she served the Bud, she
tapped the guy next to the stranger and said, "Ben, tell this man about
Pug."
"You don't want to mess with that man ~ he's strong as an ox."
"I'm sure he is, I've watched him throw the young lady all over the
floor." The stranger realized what else seemed peculiar about the couple.
Neither of them had cracked even the slightest smile. Rachel dutifully took
off her thick lensed glasses each time they went to the dance floor and left
them beside her blue, milk-shake -sized cup.
"They're good dancers /'offered the stranger. "They just don't look
like they're having any fun." Ben seemed not to hear that remark,
somewhat intent on his assignment from Betty Jean.
"One night about two months ago a young man came in here a little
drunk. He watched that young blond girl and clapped real big when thev
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came off the floor. That caught her eye but only for a second. Pug don't
cotton to her noticing other men, or vicy versy for that matter."
4 'Are they married?" asked the stranger.
"Let's put it this way ~ she's his woman - married or not!"
"I get your point."
"So, anyway," said Ben, "this fella made the unfortunate mistake of
asking the lady to dance, and he said 'May I dance with your daughter?' to
Pug." Ben paused. "Hellfire, I haven't seen a man go so crazy in years! He
grabbed that fellow up and lifted him off the ground, carried him to the
wall and held him by the neck six inches off the floor against the wall. He
kicked a bit then went limp before two other guys pulled Pug off. The guy
came to and left without ever looking back."
"We seen him break another man's jaw in one punch, too," recalled
Betty Jean. "Some guy just went over and joined them at their table. We
don't even know what he said. He left on a stretcher."
"Damn, that man's kinda violent, isn't he?" suggested the newcomer.
"You might say that" kidded Betty Jean, and they all had a good
chuckle The stranger, however, felt a chill run down his spine.
"What would a guy do if he just came in and wanted to dance, that's
all?"
"Hell, that's easy," claimed Ben. "You'd ask ole Maggie over there.
She'll dance with anybody." Not exactly a compliment, thought the
stranger, but he did contemplate Maggie for awhile.
Not long after, Hard Liquor took a break. Maggie left her friend, Pen-
ny, talking with Larry. She strutted her 160 pounds up to the bar. Her dyed
blond hair detracted from her once pretty face. Heavy make-up told of her
last ditch effort at sexy youth. She could be thirty-five or fourty-five, but
her masquerading appearance made one believe forty-five going on
twenty-one. She laid a big kiss on Billy Joe, a young, good-looking fellow
with a mustache. He tolerated the kiss, sat back against the bar and said,
"That'll cost you a dollar."
"A dollar?" exclaimed Maggie. "Then let me owe you five... "and she
rather feverishly french kissed Billy Joe. He did seem to loose his cool and
blush a little as the regulars laughed.
Conversation rambled on. It was about guys doing time at Reidsville
State Prison, Cale Yarbrough and Richard Petty, divorced couples kidnap-
ping their own children, truckers doing dope, the "good ole days" when
men were men and Americans were patriotic. Few spoke of education, just
"schooling" and "making good money" (anything over $5.00 per hour).
The stranger, observing this subculture, wondered with a certain
sadness what chance did most of them have to live the good life; to avoid
sickness, the courts, the prisons, bankruptcy, or an early death? There was
something tragic, a certain fatality about it all, yet a camaraderie rarely seen
in the middle class. (Maybe for them they are living the good life.) As a
stranger he thought how unsafe the place seemed when he came in. Yet to
those who knew the rules, it was a haven from the bigger world. A place
where they were accepted and had a needed role to play. The outsider, who
negotiated the bigger world with reasonable success, realized that for
"Charlians" it was more like a hazardous maze. He remembered one of his
more down to earth professors explaining "socialization" or some other
such term, in college: "So much depends on how you were raised and what
your Mom and Daddy taught you was the truth. Some of that never goes
away -- even when you know better."




Or am I hyperventilating?
Is too much oxygen boiling in my brain?
All the don'ts of all my life
Came rushing, screaming at me
They bounced off the back walls
Of the inner chambers of myself
And left their last consonants shattered.
They *ve come back softly saying,























pain turns to numbness-







There are as many different kinds of "ideal mates" as there are people
to define them; however, many people spend most of their adult lives sear-
ching for what they consider to be the "ideal mate." Unlike most, I have a
clear vision of the person I hope to find to share my life with. An "ideal
mate" to me is a person with a sense of humor and honesty, and one who is
strong and dominant -- so long as I'm in charge.
If a man does not have a sense of humor, I would not admire him at all.
I want someone who can share my happiness and understand my feelings
and ways. I don't want a man who is serious about everything. For in-
stance, if I wreck hi c car, instead of anger, he should show me laughter. If I
draw aii of his money out of the bank and spend it on food for a three-night
party, he should understand. If I burn his clothes by putting them in the
oven to dry, he should smile and say, "I know you are trying." If I make
him sandwiches every night of the week instead of a full meal so that I could
have time for my friends, he should say, "I'm proud of you for par-
ticipating in our neighborhood meetings."
Also, he should trust me as I trust him. After all, trust is one of the
most important parts of a relationship. It's a foundation. For example, if I
were to leave the house on a Monday morning and were to return home on
Sunday, my husband should understand if I say, "I went home to see my
mother because she is ill." Or if my husband came home one afternoon for
lunch and found me and another man in our bedroom, me in my nightgown
and the man in his underwear, my husband should understand if I say that
the man is a doctor and that he is checking me for breast cancer.
My "ideal mate" should be strong and dominant, because a man
doesn't fit into my life if he is weak or if he is liable to fail under pressure.
For example, if I told my husband that I wanted a divorce, I wouldn't want
him weeping and saying, "No, baby, please don't leave me. I need you."
Or if I fussed at the creep everyday and night for things such as taking his
shoes off in the bedroom, or if I said, "Eat your dinner in the bedroom,
because I don't feel like looking at you while I eat my supper!" he would
obey without hesitation. If I told him to walk the seven miles to work,
because I needed the car to take some of my friends to the Oglethorpe Mall,
the "ideal man" would say, "Yes dear," to the whole thing; however , a
weak man would say, "Are you crazy or just insane?"
I suppose I could say that my overall image of the "ideal mate" is a
person whom I can rule and control - a mate who will let me have my way.
If my "ideal mate" exhibits this behavior, I could definitely say that I have
found the one whom I am looking forward to spending eternity with.
ioniaDiaaianiac5Tc,.iiiaa[oaiaaiaaiaDiaaiaaiaDiaDiaoioal
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Here's To You, Rachel!
Jana Belmoff
SETTING: The Mason living room. Upstage right is a door leading to the
kitchen. Upstage left is the front door. Facing the door is an opening
leading to the rest of the house. Downstage left is a small armchair which
faces the audience, and next to it, a couch placed at an angle. Between the
chair and couch is a small end table. In front of the couch is a coffee table.
Upstage center against the wall is a small table with a telephone on it.
Upstage right, below the kitchen door, is a small table with two chairs. The
time is the present, early evening. JIM MASON is sitting at the table. He
and RACHEL MASON, his wife, have just finished their evening meal.
JIM (calling.) Rachel! Where the hell's the coffee?
RACHEL (from inside the kitchen.) Coming, dear! (RACHEL MASON
enters. She is a nice looking woman in her mid-twenties. At present she is
wearing jeans and a very loose top which hides her figure. She wears very
little make-up and has a kerchief tied around her hair. She enters with a cof-
fee pot and crosses to JIM'S right side and pours the coffee.) There you are.
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JIM (grumpily.) Well, it's about damned time! A man could die of thirst
waiting for you!
RACHEL (steps behind him and acts as though she is going to pour coffee
on his head. She stops, shakes her head, and sits down in her chair. After
she sits, she pours coffee in her own cup. She fixes her coffee and is about to
take a sip when JIM speaks.)
JIM. What's for dessert?
RACHEL. Chocolate cake.
JIM. Chocolate cake! Damn Rachel! You know I'm on a diet. (Eyeing her
critically.) You could stand to loose a few pounds yourself. But I guess since
it's already made we may as well eat it. (Impatiently.) Well? Are you going
to get it or not?
RACHEL (rises and goes toward the kitchen door. At door she turns and
looks at JIM who has picked up the newspaper from the table.) You're a
real bastard.
JIM (from behind newspaper.) What?
RACHEL. Nothing. (She goes into the kitchen.)
(The telephone rings. After a few rings, JIM finally looks up from his
paper and calls.)
JIM. Rachel! Are you going to get that?
RACHEL (calling from kitchen.) All right! (She enters quickly and crosses
to the telephone.) Hello?...(Glaring at JIM, who has resumed reading his
paper.) Yes, Carl, he's right here...No, we weren't busy. Hang on. Jim?
(He ignores her.) Jim, it's for you. (He still ignores her. She puts the phone
down, walks to him and takes the newspaper away.)
JIM. Hey! What's the big idea?
RACHEL. You're wanted on the phone.
JIM. Oh. Why didn't you say so? (He crosses to the phone. RACHEL
throws her hands up at the ceiling as if to say "why me?" She then exits to
the kitchen.) Hello? Hey Carl! How are you buddy?...Naw we weren't do-
ing anything. Rachel was just too slow to get to the phone, as usual...Yeah,
I know, Rachel's like that too. If you don't tell her what to do and when to
do it, she won't move. She's so damned helpless...What?...A few beers
later? Sure, when?...About eight-thirty? (Looking at watch.) That's a cou-
ple of hours from now. Rachel ought to be in bed by then...Yeah, I know
that's early, but she's gotta be at work at three...Yeah, this morning. So we
can go out and she won't bitch at me that I left her home alone...Okay,
Carl, see you then.
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RACHEL (entering from the kitchen with plates and forks.) Dessert's
ready. (She places the plates and forks on the table.)
JIM. Okay. (He walks to the table and sits. RACHEL exits into the kitchen.
JIM resumes reading his paper again. RACHEL re-enters with a decorated
cake with a few candles lit on it. Smilingly she places it on the table and
looks expectantly at JIM.)
RACHEL. Well? How do you like it? (There is no response from JIM.
RACHEL sighs and blows out the candles.) Happy birthday Rachel. (She
sits and cuts the cake. Lifting JIM'S newspaper, she slides his piece
underneath. JIM finally puts down his paper.)
JIM. Oh. Thanks. (He starts eating.)
RACHEL. Don't mention it. (Pause.) What did Carl want?
JIM. He just wanted me to go for a few beers later.
RACHEL. When?
JIM. Don't worry! He's coming by at eight-thirty. You'll be in bed by then.
RACHEL. Why should I be in bed that early?
JIM. Because you gotta be at work at three. Remember?
RACHEL. No, Jim, I don't. Remember I told you they gave me the night
off?
JIM. No, you didn't. Why did they let you off? Damn it, Rachel, we need
that money!
RACHEL. They gave me the night off because it's my... (catching herself)
night to be off.
JIM (petulantly.) Well, I'm not going to call Carl and cancel now.
RACHEL (wryly.) No, of course not.
JIM (finishing his cake and rising.) Well, I'm going to relax till he gets here.
If you don't mind.
RACHEL. Why should / mind?
JIM. Good. Then if you wouldn't mind leaving me in peace, I'll resume
reading my paper. (He crosses to the sofa and lies down. He opens the
newspaper and reads, hiding his face.)
RACHEL (stares at him, then rises resignedly and begins clearing the table.
On her last trip out of the kitchen, she carries is a bottle of champagne and a
glass. She pops the cork, pours, and carries her glass to the small armchair.
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She sits, raises her glass in the air and glances at her husband.) Here's to you
Rachel! May this be the last birthday you spend alone. (She drinks.)
Mmmm, good! I think I'll have another. (She rises, walks to the table, and
pours another glass of champagne. She crosses back to the chair.) Jim,
dear? (No response.) How would you like to see a striptease? (She snatches
off her kerchief and flings it across the room.) No good, huh? Oh well. (She
sits in the chair and makes another toast.) To the man I married! May he rot
in hell. (She starts to drink. When JIM speaks, she splutters and coughs.)
JIM (from behind the paper.) What was that?
RACHEL (thinking quickly.) I said, Jamie got the shell.
JIM. Jamie?
RACHEL. Yeah. Jamie at work. She got the conch shell lamp she wanted
for her birthday.
JIM. Oh.
RACHEL (drinks down her champagne and rises for more.) It's funny how
people can hear what they want to hear and turn off what they don't. (No
response from JIM.) Jim? (Pause.) See what I mean? (She shrugs, crosses to
the table and pours more champagne.) You know what I'm going to do, Jim
dear! I'm going to drink this whole bottle of champagne. And when it's
gone, I'm going to call my good friend and lover, Paul. Do you know what
I'm going to call him? Darling! (She laughs at her own joke and drinks
down a third glass of champagne. She is by this time becoming slightly tip-
sy.) My darling husband. Is your paper interesting? (She taps her head.)
There's more up here than you realize. You know that? (She sits in a chair
at the table.)
JIM (putting down the newspaper on the coffee table.) Nothing but bad
news as usual. (He sits up and looks at his watch.) Well, another hour to kill
till Carl gets here. (He holds out an arm to RACHEL.) Come here. We may
as well kill it having fun, right?
RACHEL (looking at him disgustedly.) I've got something better to do.
JIM. Oh, yeah? What?
RACHEL. I'm going to get drunk. (She rises from the table taking the glass
and bottle with her and through the opening opposite the front door.)
JIM. Damn! Can't even get a little in my own house. Dumb broad! Who
needs you anyway. Just sore 'cause I'm going out. Well, Carl and me will
find some more congenial company. Where's my book I was reading this
morning? (Calling.) Hey Rachel! Where's my damn book?
RACHEL (calling from offstage.) It's on the coffee table!
JIM (looking on the coffee table.) No it's not!
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RACHEL (enters, weaving slightly, crosses to the coffee table, lifts the
newspaper, pulls out his book and hands it to JIM with two fingers. She
then exits again through the same opening.)
JIM. Women! Think they know everything! (He lies back down on the
couch and resumes reading. After a few seconds, RACHEL re-enters with
the champagne bottle and a glass. She crosses to the kitchen door and exits.
The phone rings. RACHEL re-enters and crosses to the phone, picking it
up.)
RACHEL. Hello? Paul...(She looks at JIM and sees that he is reading.)
Sure, I can talk...They what?!...My stocks tripled and you sold them?...
A
million dollars! I don't believe it!...Yes, it certainly is the best present I've
gotten today! (She glances at JIM, who is still reading.)...You want to
what? Paul! You've got to be kidding!...You actually want me to leave Jim
and go with you to Jamaica tonight?...Yes, this is what we've been planning
for with our investments, but...Hold on a minute. (She covers the
mouthpiece with her hand and speaks to JIM.) Jim? Paul wants me to run
off to Jamaica with him. (No response.) Jim, I'm a millionaire!
JIM (putting down his book.) What did you say?
RACHEL. Nothing. Go back to your book. (He does so. RACHEL speaks
into the phone.) Paul?...Yes, darling! Let's go! I'll pack a few things and be
ready in fifteen minutes!... I love you too! 'Bye. (She hangs up and exits into
the left opening.)
JIM (laying down his book on the table and stretching.) I think I'll get a
head start on Carl and have a beer now. (He exits into the kitchen. The
phone rings. After several rings JIM enters with a can of beer, muttering.
He crosses to the phone and answers it.) Hello?...Oh, hey Carl!...You want
to do what?...Go bowling? Sure, why not. See you in ten. (He hangs up,
crosses to the couch, opens his beer, and sits back on the couch with book
and beer.)
RACHEL (enters from up left entrance. She has changed into a nice pair of
slacks and a clingy sweater. Her hair and make-up have been fixed and she
looks considerably more attractive. She carries a suitcase and a purse which
she lays down by the front door.) Well, rich lady! You got your birthday
wish. Jim, dear, I hope you and your books will be very happy. (The
doorbell rings. She answers it. A handsome man is standing in the doorway.
He is smiling and is obviously very much in love with RACHEL.)
PAUL. Hi, beautiful! Happy birthday! (He gathers her in his arms and
kisses her just inside the doorway.) Ready?
RACHEL (smiling.) Are you kidding? Let's go! (PAUL picks up her suit-
case and they leave. RACHEL closes the door behind her. A few moments
pass and the doorbell rings again. JIM, who is absorbed in his book, ignores
it. The doorbell rings a few more times, insistently. JIM finnaly looks up.)
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JIM. Rachel? You gonna get that? (No response.) Damn! (He crosses to the
door and opens it. A man of about JIM'S age steps in.)
CARL. Damn, Jim! Don't you ever answer your door?
JIM. I thought Rachel was going to get it, but she must have gone to bed
early after all. Come on, let's go. (They exit as the curtain falls.)
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A Stop In The Desert
James Land Jones
i
When I got to Indigo I flipped the coin again. Three series of the best
two out of three. That made nine times altogether and I think the reason I
did it so many times is that when I first started flipping the coin 1 thought
there was more chance of its coming out what I wanted. When I left
Pomona College that morning I said to myself, / mil flip the coin again at
Indigo, for Indigo is this side of the desert and I can still go back. That was
the whole point: I could still go back. Pomona was always heads and the
State University at home was always tails, since P comes before S. I would
shake the coin in my hand, feeling it turn over and over (I always made sure
it turned over) and then I would carefully balance it on my thumb for a flip.
It had to take a good spin and I had to catch it squarely, or I wouldn't count
it and would flip again. But I had to keep track of it in my head, and by the
time I finished the last set it seemed like every time I would forget what the
score was. I never meant to forget but somehow I always did.
It was awfully hot sitting in that car loaded with clothes and books and
junk, by the side of the road, at the edge of the desert. I suddenly
remembered that it was noon and I hadn't eaten anything all day. So I cruis-
ed down that neat four-lane highway looking for a shaded drive-in or a nice
modest cafe. There was a big green job I almost stopped at, but it looked
pretty swanky what with that little sidewalk awning and no windows and
all. I drove on but Indigo ran out and the big signs pointed the sharp left
turn over the railroad tracks, up that long slope to the desert and the east.
Well, I turned around and drove down the other side, back into town,
but there wasn't much luck on that side either, so I turned around again. A
block before the big green job I saw a small root beer stand of faded
washed-out blue. It wasn't much but there were some big wooden tables and
benches along side beneath a canvas awning.
I parked the car and walked up to the front where a dumpy Indian girl
slid the little glass window back and took my order. I wasn't hungry but I
ordered the chili dog and the seventy-five cent root beer for I sure was thirs-
ty. My eyes followed the Indian girl as she started to work, but I wasn't real-
ly watching her, and besides the sun kept hitting the glass so that she wasn't
much of anything but a brittle glare superimposed on the reflected filling
station across the highway. I thought about that for awhile, how she was
nothing but a superimposition on the filling station, but it didn't seem to
make much sense. So I just stood there squinting into the glass, thinking
about nothing.
It was hot but as long as I just stood there I didn't notice the heat. In-
digo is twenty-two feet below sea level; and that seemed funny too, because
Indigo is in the valley, with some green, and the eastern desert is up, way up
on the top of that long hill that is eroded in violent gullies hidden in the
shimmering haze. I remembered that hill from coming west, three days ago.
It was night when I reached the drop-off and way far away below I could see
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all the lights of Indigo stretching down the valley as I popped up and down
over that damned eroded slope. I was pushing it near eighty and it was like
riding a roller coaster, up and down so hard I could feel it in my stomach.
In daylight you can't see all those little dips, just that long slope like some
low mountain hunching up to the desert on top of it.
Anyway, the girl thrust a sack and a paper cup at me, and tucking the
big white envelope with all the stuff about Pomona College in it under my
arm, I walked over to those tables and benches. I wanted to get around the
side of the building where the girl couldn't see me, but some man and
woman were sitting there, so I had to sit right up by that plate glass front
with the little window in it. I reached into the sack and pulled out a long
steaming bundle wrapped in moist, sticky tissue paper. That was the biggest
chili dog I had ever seen, but it wasn't very good. The meat was rotten and
the chili was dry and crumbly, without much taste. I ate about half of it just
to put something on my stomach then wadded the rest of it up into a ball in
that moist tissue paper and thrust it back into the sack, and wadded that up,
too. But the root beer was real good and there was lots of ice. I sipped
awhile on the big straw then wadded it up too and threw it across the table
out from beneath the canvas awning into the glare and sun. Then I pulled
out the stuff about Pomona from that big white envelope.
The catalogue was pretty and I liked that. It was a pale blue, cool and
friendly, crossed with the white letters of "Pomona College Bulletin." At
first I just flipped through the pictures, noticing that they were not the same
as in that catalogue I looked at in the library back home. (I had enrolled
late, the last week in August, and I guess they hadn't seen it when I asked
them to send me a catalogue at the bottom of my letter.) These pictures were
better than the others in the old catalogue; I mean they showed more of the
college, and after all that's what one wants to see in pictures. There was one
in particular that I really liked, a shot across the long paved courtyard bet-
ween the men's dorms to Mt. Baldy and the San Gabriel range. That shows
a lot, I think, what living conditions at Pomona are like, for those dorms
are bright new buildings and the view to the mountains is supurb.
The flys began buzzing and working around that paper sack with the
chili dog in it, so I got up and put it in one of those metal trash cans with the
swinging doors.
II
I had gotten to Pomona College late Thursday night, but I was not
really tired. The road west just goes and goes across the desert and then
after you make the long drop at Indigo and the sharp turn across the tracks,
it's just more of the same till it spreads out into four lanes. That bothered
me at first, a double row of headlights coming at me at top speed over those
gentle hills and curves, and a double row of headlights on my side in the
rear-view mirror. But eventually your eyes get kind of blurry and you get us-
ed to it.
The night was just as clear as a bottle of midnight blue ink held up to
the light and scattered with stars like chipped ice. There was that deep night
sky and then, where the mountain met it, just a jagged edge of blackness.
My headlights had just picked up the small sign reading "Palm Springs,"
with an arrow pointing over to a hollow cavern of blackness where the
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mountain was, when the sand storm started. At first I thought it must be
raining or hailing or something, but the air vents began to pick it up, flaying
it against my legs. Then I knew it was sand all right. I shut the vents and
watched great clouds of that sand swirl up across the highway and sway the
car ever so much. Then I would drive out of it so quickly that I was suprised
to see the clear air before me.
That went on until I reached Banning, where I stopped for gas. All
afternoon I had thought about the oil, coming west across the desert and
seeing now and then the rusted skeleton of some old car at the edge of the
highway, up in the sand. There was no telling how long some of them had
been there, and I wondered about the people that had been in them. I
wondered what they did when they left them, where they went in the desert
like that, and who had come out like buzzards and stripped them of tires
and motors and everything but that steel frame. I counted twelve of those
sludged hulks. They were like the pile of bones one would see at the water
hole if he were coming out in pioneer days, only this was the twentieth cen-
tury and they were not bones but cars, and I knew where I was going.
From Banning I just sat back and watched the big signs of that neat
four-lane highway mark the towns, watching for Pomona. I thought I
would have to go through Pomona to get to Claremont, where the College
is. But just outside of Pomona a couple of miles there was a little sign that
said Claremont, so I didn't have to go all the way to Pomona. I slid off the
freeway real easy like and onto a wide street with tall street lights; they made
it look like a baseball park when only half the floodlights are on. That street
took me through some grubby pre-fab houses with sand-lot backyards and
scraggly palms, up to some railroad tracks and a stop sign. There was
nothing along my side of the tracks. But a row of dark buildings with oca-
sional neon tubing ran along the other side, indicating stores, and I knew it-
most be Claremont. I stopped and in that thin light caught sight of a sign
that pointed the way to Pomona College.
Well, I don't know what I was thinking of, but across from the campus
I stopped at the Claremont Inn and asked about a room. There were a cou-
ple of girls standing at the desk in bermuda shorts, beside some luggage,
and when I asked that young guy for a room he just kind of laughed. I
should have known better, what with orientation week starting the next day;
that place had probably been booked up with college kids for weeks. But I
just hadn't thought because I didn't want to think at all, just watch the
country and drive.
There wasn't anywhere else to stay in Claremont, a little town like that.
This didn't scare me exactly (I could always sleep in the car) but it made me
feel uneasy, like you feel when you have been out walking late at night and
suddenly realize how far you've come from home. When you were out
walking you didn't realize it, but when you stop or the road forks you
wonder how you came that far without realizing it.
So I got back into the car and drove out to the freeway again. Only I
didn't go back on it but drove straight ahead, right into Ontario. Yeah, On-
tario, California. And that made me feel the same way as you do on that
walk at night. Ontario seemed to go every-which-way and I just chose a big
street and guessed. There were some motels on it all right, only they were all
filled up, and there was nothing to do but keep driving on that street, look-
ing at the little "Vacancy" signs that all had the "No" lit up in front of
them. I couldn't figure it out, all those places filled up, and I kept thinking
they have to be college students and their families.
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Soon there wasn't much left of Ontario but dark hulking industrial
buildings along that street and an occasional neon sign. I had just about
passed it when I caught sight of a dull red glow that spelled "Vacancy,"
back off the street beneath some trees. Back of the main house, so dark in
those trees that you could hardly see them, were the cottages. They looked
like they were hunched back in some foul alley. There wasn't a light in the
whole place save for that dull red glow from the sign and a wretched yellow
blur from the main house, behind dirty faded shades.
I walked up to the stoop and stood before the open door. The room
was dark save for the florescent sterile flicker of the television set.
Something moved up from a prone position on an overstuffed sofa with
faded slip covers and came toward the door. It was a short fleshy woman
with flat yellowish-grey hair done up on her head. In that oversized
bathrobe trailing around her feet, she looked like some article that had just
been taken from the wash and wrapped up in a towel.
She stood there and looked at me for a moment, like she wondered
what I wanted, and I was conscious of somebody fiddling around in a car
trunk in the darkness behind me. Then she said: "You want a room?"
Yeah, I wanted a room. I wondered what the fiddling was in the
darkness behind me.
I stepped inside and watched that sterile thin white flickering on the
walls while she rummaged around for a register. She found it, under a pile
of papers and magazines, by the sofa. She carried it to a table near the
television set and I wondered how all this barren fadedness and sand-
scoured ugliness could be so close to Los Angeles, and I thought it all
belonged back on the desert with the sludged hulks but it was here and it
didn't make much sense. Was this that little hole that slipped to hell just at
the gates of paradise, near the angels, and I was sure that I had remembered
that from John Bunyon or was it from Hawthorn's "Celestial Railroad"
which was also from John Bunyon. And I wondered what John Bunyon has
to do with California and railroads with my car.
She stood aside, shifting the big robe up about her shoulders, and I
moved up to sign in. There wasn't any light at all, only that television, but I
did the best I could, filling a line in that register which wasn't anything but a
big cheap ledger book she had picked up at the five-and-ten.
So then she tells me that she won't accept traveller's checks. "No, I
can't do it. I don't ever go anywhere, so there is nowhere for me to cash it,"
she said, as if amazed at my assuming she would ever be going anywhere on
earth at all. And I looked at her real funny, trying to imagine her sitting all
her life in that dark room with the flickering whiteness, wrapped in that big
robe like a wet wash, just sitting there all her life. And I wanted to pick her
up and shake her, to shout at her or something, anything to feel like she was
alive and I was alive. But I didn't know, didn't know anymore, and nothing
came out and it was all like a dream where things take place in a vacuum
and there aren't any words because you can't speak and it's all just pictures.
And I wondered if it was a dream, for my body felt suddenly like it was in
the car moving, but my mind was in a dream where this woman and I were
in an air-tight glass enclosure performing on strings like mannequins, and I
wasn't sure anymore at all.
I turned around and walked out. She shuffled to the door and I think
she was saying something about my cashing the traveller's check at the
supermarket across the way, and I knew she wanted that four dollars. But I
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wasn't listening. I just wasn't listening anymore. I just stood there in that
dark alley by my car, not thinking of anything. There was a man fiddling in
the trunk of the car next to mine and I wondered what he was doing there,
for I had forgotten that there was anyone in the world but that bundle of
wet wash and myself. When I was sure he was really there, I saw that he
wasn't actually fiddling but watching me out of the corner of his eye. That
was very odd, that he would be watching me. Then it didn't make any dif-
ference any more and I drove off. Back in the car again, moving.
Down the road a way there was another tourist court, an old one, but
nicely lighted, with a row of trees running down between the courts. I stop-
ped and walked into the little office, not much bigger than a closet and with
linoleum on the floor. A big ceiling light lit up every corner. Presently a
woman came out from the back of the house and I signed in, on one of
those little cards like you use in a first-rate motel. Her husband came out
and we talked awhile, all that talk that doesn't mean anything and is not
much better than the dream, except you can hear the sound of your own
voice. I must have said something about college, for she said she'd heard of
Pomona. I chewed on that awhile; Pomona couldn't have been over ten
miles away.
"Why don't you go to Chico?" she asked banteringly, indicating some
local loyalty. I tried to sound interested and polite and asked gently
where that was. Well, it was around there close. And then she asked why I
can come clear out to California to go to college, and I don't remember
what I told her because it was the same standard answer I had been giving to
that question for the past two weeks, and after you've been giving an
answer for two weeks you don't pay attention to what you're saying any-
more.
I guess I gave that answer once too often, because when I got over to
my court and plopped down on that bed, her question hit me~I mean I was
suddenly aware that she had asked me that question-and I couldn't think of
what I had told her and I didn't know what the answer was. I just lay there
on that bed with the pink spread with the ridges on it and looked at the slits
of light thrown on the wall by the half-open Venetian blind on the back win-
dow. Those neat slits of light chopping up the darkness on the plastered
wall--thev were the pat answer I had been giving to The Question. Each strip
a well ordered reason for transferring to Pomona College, plastered against
the darkness we never really know about. Mallory said he climbed moun-
tains because they were there. Well, 1 was here. And if you wanted to know
more, you could inspect those neat little slit-reasons which I had plastered
against the darkness of my own soul. The reasons were: 1 liked the climate,
Pomona College was fifteenth on a list of best colleges in the country, and I
was ambitious. All plastered against the darkness. That was the answer I
had been giving.
I got up and eased into the shower where, after a reasonable length of
time, the water was warm and relaxing. Then I lit a cigarette and slipped
plum naked between the cool sheets. I watched the smoke curl up and
dissipate itself into the semi-darkness, while all the while those slits of light
were on the wall. Then somebody turned out the light out back, for the slits
were gone and there was nothing but sudden darkness.
I didn't move for a long time. I just lay there and kept flipping my
cigarette against the edge of a glass ash tray propped on my stomach, wat-
ching its arcs of light. When my eyes got used to the dark, I saw that there
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wasn't much to be seen, that I couldn't see anything in the room very clear-
ly, and then I knew that it was up to me to keep the old answer from being
cu/allnii/oH in Hartnpcc tr\nswallowed in darkness, too.
in
The next morning I wasn't sure whether that answer was really there or
whether it was just an "after image," as the psychologists call it. But I made
like it was there and screwed my courage to the sticking place (which in this
case happened to be the driver's seat of my car) and went over to Pomona.
The pictures hadn't lied. It was beautiful. I kept saying that as I drove
around the campus, and I asked myself why and what is beauty. I always
ask myself questions like that, ever since the professor back at Leighton
asked me "What is poetry?" the first day of sophmore English, and I found
out later he was using what they call the Socratic Method. Well, I used it for
a long time, that Socratic Method, and I really thought I had something.
Until I took a course in Semantics and ran across Bertrand Russell's saying
that at the end of the Socratic Method you have made only a linguistic
discovery, not a discovery in ethics. After that it wasn't much good any
more. And neither was Leighton for that matter.
But that morning I drove around the campus of Pomona College and
decided it was beautiful, and that Beauty was my own projection of it. I
picked that up in Psychology, that idea about projection, and it made a neat
solution to the linguistic problem, even if my philosophy prof did call it
solipsism.
I stopped at the Claremont Inn again, going in for breakfast. I sat by
the windows in the dining room where I could look out at the campus across
the street, hidden by the big trees. Everything was real nice; they had
tablecloths on the tables and the girl came by with a little tray in which you
put the money to pay the bill. It made you feel like the place had order, all
that decor holding one up from eating on the floor.
After breakfast I bought some cigarettes and walked through the splen-
did trees of the campus, hunting for the main office building, where I guess-
ed I should register. In a large recess in the main hall, about half a dozen
students were waiting before a poster board propped up on a wooden stand.
A low white office fence separated the recess from the main hall, and a
secretary was sitting by the gate. She told me that the Dean had been expec-
ting me, which made me feel real good. I went into his office off the hall
and talked with him, and then he took me out before the poster board. Sure
enough, there was that picture of myself that I had sent them, tacked above
my name, with a lot of other pictures and names. One of the boys put a little
check before my name and introduced himself as my monitor. He was
about my height, in slacks and a polo shirt. Together we went back to my
car and started down his list of available rooms.
The first place was down on the corner by the railroad tracks. Jim-that
was the boy's name-said the guy here was pretty odd, and after we had
rung the bell several times I was ready to go on to the next place. But finally
the man came to the door, a tall thin guy wearing nothing but some flimsy
leopardskin shorts, a pair of sandals, and this moustache. He looked at me
real funny and we went in, through his house, to a back room that was for
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rent. There wasn't much there at all. The man said he hadn't fixed it up
because he didn't know for sure whether he was going to rent it or not. But
the bad thing was having to traipse through the rest of the house to get to
the room. It seemed too close to the rest of the house, and if a room is really
yours it isn't close to the house.
So we went on to the rest of the places on the list. Some of them were
just as bad; some had already been rented; at some the people weren't home
so we couldn't see their rooms. The last place on the list was on a dead-end
street about half a block from campus. It was a two-story frame place, grey
and weather beaten, and it seemed like the only thing holding it up were the
trees that closed in against it. Inside the whole house had a damp, slightly
musty odor about it. The landlady was a tall old woman with a broken leg
all done up in a white plaster cast. She told us to go upstairs, where she had
several rooms. The smell was worst on the stairs.
The front room was nice. Three big windows looked out to the street,
there was a wash basin, a rug on the floor, and a bookcase. Down the dim
hall the windows of the back room looked out from under the eves like giant
bug eyes, across the narrow grubby back yard fenced in like a little cell
among the cells of other narrow grubby back yards. The torn brown shades
looked like lacerated eyelids incapable of closing off the scene beyond them.
There was no rug, there was no bookcase, and the desk was just a rickety
wooden table. The roof under the eves sloped down in all sorts of crazy
angles as if it were closing in on you. In a sort of alcove there was an old
iron bed with a thin flabby cotton mattress. Next to the room was the bath.
It was dirty and pretty run-down. An antiquated hot water tank grumbled
in the corner and the grimy wood floor was covered with a brittle piece of
green linoleum with big gaping holes. Before the bathroom door was a wash
bowl and a mirror. The rim of the bowl was covered with slimy puddles of
soap slop, the inside flecked with black hairs. The mirror was all filmed
over.
The front room wasn't bad, though, and I was about to tell the woman
I would take it when she said that it was already rented, that one of the new
students had already been by. She wanted to know if I wanted the other
room and I looked at Jim and he said that we would keep it in mind. We
tried the other places, where the people hadn't been home before, but no
luck. So I went back and took the end room.
I could have started unpacking the car then, but I didn't. For some
reason I didn't. I just went back to the office with Jim. When he got tied up
with someone else I walked over the campus. The freshman girls were arriv-
ing in masses down at the girls' dorm and the boys were all down there
whooping and hollering and helping them with their luggage. I walked back
up to the other end of the campus to the Student Union. In the courtyard
some of the upperclassmen were working industriously on big posters, but I
didn't notice what they were for. I walked inside and ordered a hamburger
and a coke and stepped out onto the front patio and sat down. I sat there
and watched Mt. Baldy rising serene in the clear distance.
At four it was time for the meeting of all the transfer students. We met
in the lounge of some ballroom. The upperclassmen talked to us and gave us
the big envelopes with all the information about the college in them, then we
split up into little groups. The boy in charge of my group was an athlete of
sorts and so everyone started talking about athletics and the boy took infor-
mation on what sports we could play and I kept saying to myself "Isn't
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there someplace in this damned country where they think of something
besides athletics?" Then the meeting was over and there was nothing to do
but go back to my room and get ready for the banquet that night.
When I got back to the house, I found that the other boy had moved in-
to the front room. He was a tall gangly chap with a face like a spaniel encas-
ed in black horn-rimmed glasses. He was one of those people who would
never set the world on fire, but was good and kind and kept it going year
after year. He was in engineering.
We talked for quite awhile, while he puttered around the room,
straightening out odds and ends. He didn't have any books at all, and so I
tried to talk him out of the book case. But he wouldn't give it up and that
angered me, when he knew he didn't need it. He had transfeiredfrom some
small college on the way out to Indio. His high school teachers had told him
of Pomona's being a good college and I thought that damned quaint and he
said he thought the students here were very friendly, with which I agreed.
He asked about me and why I had come all the way to California to school
and I tried to tell him but nothing came out very well because it was all
tangled up with the whole of whatever I was and I just wasn't sure anymore,
and I clenched my teeth and said to myself I know you think I'm crazy but
you don't understand, you can't understand because your high school
teachers told you and you will go back to wherever you came from and live
happily ever after, and if I really try to explain you will only say "I don't
know what you're talking about" and that will sound like my high school
teachers and I will cry "You purblind fool, don't you even care why you
keep the world going round and round, what it is that you should care or I
should care or that she should simply be at all?"
So I really didn't say much. I just told him what he wanted to hear,
then he said, "Well, I've got to get ready," and I said "Yes" and went
down to the car and brought up a suitcase to that room under the eves.
IV
Together we walked over to the dining hall between the bright new
dorms, across the vast courtyard with the view of Mt. Baldy. The late after-
noon haze made everything seem far away and soft, like when driving. All
the freshmen were standing before the closed doors of the dining hall with
their little beanies on and we transfer students chuckled to ourselves. I stood
off with one whose parents had sent him to Pomona from a junior college in
Los Angeles. He dressed in a tight-fitting sport coat, cut to accentuate his
trim waist and broad shoulders, and he was tanned like a bronzed god and
talked in slurred, sensual tones, standing relaxed as if he mastered all the
world. I asked him about L.A. and he told me about beach parties and nude
moonlight swims, about Ciro's and the Mocambo, and Sunset Boulevard at
night in the open convertible, looking far out across the valley of lights to
the sea, and motorcycle picnics into the foothills. "Damn, we know how to
live!" he said, and I think for a moment I envied him.
Dinner was pleasant. We all sat according to our major and I was the
only male English major except for some silly little fop who kept fretting
because he couldn't have lemon in his tea. I was sitting across from the
chairman of the department and even he thought it was rather funny. The
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professor started a conversation with the girl next to him and by the time I
could get in on it they were talking about Oxford, from which the girl had
just returned. Her father had lectured there a semester, and she had attend-
ed a few lectures. I played dumb and asked all about Oxford; it seems the
professor had been there recently, too, and I guess I was trying to impress
him, for I remember I said that my best friend had just won a Rhodes
Scholarship from the school he had transferred to in California.
After dinner the president of the college made a brilliant talk about
what a college education should be and what Pomona was trying to do for
us, and so for awhile I thought I had really found it. But when he was
through, the professor told us about the program of the requirements and I
found that about half of my work wouldn't transfer and I thought "It's the
same old rat race over again."
Then we went into the Courtyard for a pep rally. The Oxford girl and I
got together. She was a sophisticated thing, having been back east to school
and Oxford and all, and the very independent type. She thought that pep
rallies were pretty sophomoric and so I played right along and we kept pop-
ping bright Oscar Wildish barbs back and forth. But as soon as I stood
under the star-scattered sky fresh as clean sheets, on the steps of the vast
courtyard with Mt. Baldy at my back and the chill night air in my face, and
we sang the Alma Mater, and I kept asking myself why I wanted to cry, and
I wanted to tell the silly young freshman with the crazy beanies and bright
upturned faces that they didn't know how lucky they were.
I walked the girl back to the dorms at the other end of the campus and
I felt dirty inside playing her game and I wanted to slap her. And then I
wondered who she was that the world was this to her, and who I was that
the world was this to me. She drove me back to my rooming house, but I
didn't go in at first. I just stood there on the fraction of front lawn between
the trees and looked out into the night and watched the bright patches of
light from upstairs windows filter through the trees and fall like autumn
leaves upon the lawn.
Then I tossed my cigarette into the blackness beyond the curbing and
watched it explode momentarily into pinpoints of scattered fire as it struck
the concrete. Then I thought of my car and the local law that you can't
leave your car out in the street overnight and I said "Oh what the Hell, dear
God oh what the Hell," and stumbled up the black narrow stairs.
The othe^boy was still up. His door was open so I walked in and sat
down on the table and said nothing. He said nothing either, and walked
back and forth rearranging his stuff again. Finally he said, "Well, what do
you think?" and I tried to tell him what I thought and though I did no bet-
ter with the words he seemed to understand a little this time and sat down on
the bed, pulling out a cigarette and fingering it awkwardly.
"I don't smoke much," he explained, and then I liked him very much
and said "I think I'm leaving."
He asked me why and he really wanted to know and I guess to help if he
could, and I told him something about the credits that wouldn't transfer
and about the room and I don't really remember what else. I told him that if
I left I would have to leave right away so that I could get home and get into
the State University before it started. And I guess he liked me, too, for he
kept saying, "Give it a chance. Don't leave yet. Wait several days and give it
a chance."
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But then it was gone and he got ready for bed and I groped my way
down the bleak hall to that room where the ceilings closed in at crazy angles.
I took off my shoes, wrapped the counterpane about me, and lay down on
the sagging mattress.
When I woke up the next morning I lay for a long time with the
counterpane over my head and listened to the little noises beyond the door.
Someone came out of the room next to mine and entered the bath, shuffling
about and flushing the toilet several times. As long as the counterpane was
over my head, I did not have to believe that I was in the room at all. As long
as I could just lay there I knew everything would be all right. And so I must
have lain there for over an hour. But I had to get up to use the toilet and
there wasn't any use pretending any more. I came back and sat on the edge
of the bed. Then I got up and put my coat and tie back into the suitcase,
folding the coat very carefully. Everything was all packed up so I went back
and sat on the edge of the bed and waited. I waited for a long time. Finally I
put my shoes on. I put two dollars on the dresser for the woman. I would
drive out to Indio. I would flip the coin again at Indio, for Indio was this
side of the desert and I could still come back. I would decide at Indio.
But at Indio I forgot the score and there was nothing to do but drive
on. Across the desert, into the mountains, maybe. It really didn't make any






Once more, dear Venus, I your aid invoke:
Uplift in spouting couplets my pen 's stroke.
Long springs ago brave Klunkwit led his swarm
Of panting heroes to the woman's dorm.
A generation later great Timorus
With blotting bullhorns led his cursing chorus
To loot and smash in peaceful protestations
Against the war, and housing regulations.
Now spring erects a new enthusiasm,
And students flock to view new faddist spasm.
From Georgia to Alaskan tundras bleak
The student herds unite to strip and streak.
Clad only in the emperor's regalia,
In hordes along the campus paths they flash,
Pause and cavort where lighted fountains splash,
Then flee the new arriving legal arm
To waiting cars that whisk them out of harm.
In City Hall the figleaffuries pop;
"Pursuit offilmed and printed smut must stop;
Mere artifacts will await our ogling proof,
But here's pornography upon the hoof.
If dirt in book and picture makes us squirm,
How much more potent is the living worm?
Be quick before police arrest the slime,
We'll pass a law to make a streak a crime.
These floating naked shows will get obscener
If we can punish only misdemeanor.
Mug shots and witnessed lineups we'll arrange
Before we let them cover up and change,
For culprits masked no witnesses can tell
Unless identified au naturale.
All other crime prevention is suspended
Until this moral turpitude is ended.
"
Thus vernal campus rites usurp front pages,
And prurient prudes rejoice in moral rages;
Professors teach attenuated classes
While sirens shriek pursuing naked passes





in the blue bathing suit
with white polka dots
and flowers
and a skirt
is watching me ~
she doesn *t realize





I guess she doesn 't like
green bikinis
or girls who can wear them.
She should --
Green is her color.
Dana Wise Stern
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Of Time And Lizards - And Sex
Jane Ann Patchak
From the vantage of my patio I watch the many-ringed circus of subur-
ban wildlife, the aerialists and high wire performers, the balancing acts, and
the clowns. There was even a magic act one day when a Luna moth
metamorphosed and hung itself to dry on the rubber plant, its luminous
four-inch-swallow-tailed wings atremble in the slight breeze. My ringside
seat affords me much pleasure and a bit of insight as birds and squirrels,
butterflies and cats, and lizards, stalk and quarrel, court, and rear their off-
spring.
It is the chameleons, though, that command much of my attention.
Actually, they aren't chameleons at all, but anoles. Chameleons are Old
World creatures and much larger than the small green lizards that dwell in
the yard and patio. Presently there are six which reside on the patio. They
are graduated in size and one has lost part of a tail. I call her Sugar. The
very large one is El Groso and the tiny one I call La Petite. Today I
discovered that this is a misnomer, for La Petite is a very young male and in
a gesture of insouciant bravado, he did a couple of quick push-ups and wav-
ed a miniscule pink flag at El Groso before scurrying into a crevice in the
bricks too small for fatty to follow. In time these two will likely have a con-
frontation that will force one to retire from the patio, leaving the other as
top dog, to use an inappropriate metaphor, with a harem of nubile females.
The other chameleoms lack sufficient distinguishing characteristics as
yet for naming. They mostly hang out on the periphery, so to speak, in
areas where I have constructed chameleon- environment . There's a small
rock collection which serves as a miniature mountain range where they can
bask in filtered sunlight. At one end of the patio I hung a couple of bran-
ches with interesting shapes. These provide an escape when life on the
screens palls. This morning one was apparently in deep meditation on a
branch where he had assumed a Yogo asana, the Pose of the Snake. Then
there are the hanging plants where they can lurk and await an unwary bug
or a pubescent female.
I have logged several hundred hours chameleon-watching, and have
observed hunting, stalking, defense, courtship, and copulatory behaviors.
Once I saw a fierce battle between contending males, I was ultimately con-
strained to break it up for I felt the combatants were unevenly matched in
size. It's easy to disturb a chameleon. The merest touch of a finger to the
tip of a tail is all it takes. In this battle the big one clamped his jaws about
the snout of the smaller one and hung on so tenaciously that the little chap's
hind legs were bouncing on the screen. But despite my intervention, which
gave him a chance to escape, that feisty little bugger leaped back into the
fray and was shortly driven from the field.
The victor in this struggle, named Champ, was one tough hombre who
stayed green all the time, it seemed. He was unmatched for sheer ef-
frontery, and claimed the entire back of the house, as well as the patio, as
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his territory. He patrolled relentlessly, once chasing an interloper all the
way to the west end of the house where he vanished around the corner, still
in hot pursuit. Champ would display at any provocation and even when
there was no evident reason. He was a great show-off, with his "Hey!
Look at me!" macho demonstrations that wowed most of the females and
scared most of the males. For the uninformed, a display involves a series of
push-ups and head-bobs, accompanied by the extension of a throat fan
which only the males possess. Champ's was bright orange, a nice contrast
to his brilliant green hide. They display during skirmishes for territory or as
part of a courtship ritual. My book says this display makes them vulnerable
to predators and uses up much energy. Champ had energy to spare,
especially sexual energy. In fact, he was downright horny most of the time.
One warm sunny afternoon when in the pursuit of I'amour, Champ
was making spectacular leaps between hanging plants that were as much as
two feet apart, and with the last leap he landed squarely on the back of a
hapless female. She struggled valiantly to escape, poor dear, climbing
laboriously up the screen while he clung to her back and bit her on the neck.
At one point she even loosened her foothold on the screen and they fell
together, landing with a small "thud" on a ledge. When this maneuver fail-
ed to dislodge Champ, she began another grueling climb back up the screen
with that great oaf still as firmly ensconced on her back as if he had been
glued in place, still biting her neck. Finally, sheer exhaustion, I presume,
overcame her and she submitted to her fate. Champ then wound his tail
around hers, braced his feet, closed his eyes, and appeared to sleep. It
seems to me she's the one who should be tired. After a surprisingly long in-
terlude he released her, and with a good bit of aplomb, she turned and ate a
fly.
When I recounted this episode to the psychologists in my department,
they suggested that the females probably got their jollies by pretending to
resist, which certainly tells you something about psychologists, doesn't it?
And the biologists prated on about the necessity of the female being "sex-
ually receptive" and all that for mating to occur. Pooh! I maintain that
female was a reluctant maiden and that her ravaging was nothing short of
despoilation.
Later I found I was defending my voyeurism to myself, passing it off as
the "scientific investigation of the copulatory habits of the Anolis
carolinesis" rather than prurient interest. This is in addition to justifying
the time wasted when I should have been engaged in some sort of productive
labor, not lolling on the patio watching lizards. I grew up in an era when
girls hastily averted their eyes at the mating behavior of dogs in the court-
yard, while loutish boys snouted and pointed at the offending scene, and
made lewd remarks. They probably grew up to become psychologists. I
was also taught that one must earn leisure time, and that time squanderers
would be punished in the Hereafter.
A propos of the cultural concepts of time, I once asked a class if time
spent watching chameleons would be considered as frittering. The concen-
sus was that it would indeed be considered frittering, which they thought
was worse than puttering. Putterers were at least doing something, while
fritterers were just doing nothing. One student did say the expenditure of
time could be justified as "learning something about animal behavior."
Not one suggested that chameleon-watching in particular, and backyard-
watching in general, was okay for the sheer delight it gives me. An in-
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teresting commentary on the way Americans regard time and the correct
way to use it. I used to keep a balance sheet in my head of time spent, and
time frittered was entered in the debit column and had to be balanced by
some useful endeavor such as cleaning the bathroom or weeding the garden.
Lately I've come to consider chameleon-yard-watching as restoring my
spirit and uplifting my soul, hence therapeutic, and 1 no longer need to enter
it as a debit.
Next time I'll tell you about the head grackle who monopolizes two
bird baths, his own and the one I got for the sparrows. Or maybe I'll tell
you about the grackle picnic attended by mothers and babies. Or the hum-




A cavalier marvel named Andy
That quaint metaphysical dandy
Offered versions ofjoy
To his mistresses coy











(as texture and shade are mapped)
and ruby lips smile
(as camera snaps)
as forty moods of green
Surround us
and red-orange leaves call us out of
Summer's hiding-place.
Winter cool blows
through my hair, and
Warm summer breezes
around my feet,
As spring -- April
Showers and champagne
Bubbles -
Laughs at my side.
Steve Ealy
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A Man Stood Facing Toward
The Storm
A man stood facing toward the storm,
He stood and watched it all begin.
He watched the gathering clouds take form
And felt their tempest boil within.
The rushing wind sang in his ears —
Caressed his body and his face ~
Sped on like all the passing years,
And urged his heart to faster pace.
He watched the river*s roll increase
From grey-green swell to darker wave
That frothed andfoamed surcease
In answer to the wind's wild rave.
Tumultuous clouds now filled the sky --
The marshes whipped, by storm affected »
A brilliant lightening bolt on high
The blackness of the clouds bisected.
As mute, and overrawed he stood,
He felt the power of the storm —
Felt the wind whip where it would
And wondered why he had been born.
Then swiftly did his dark mood end
And forgetful of his doubts and fears
He felt a kinship with the wind ~
He felt the storm and he were peers.
He thought, "We're brothers, you and I, "
"Across the mighty seas we've fared.
I've snatched your power from the sky,
And sailed where others haven't dared. "
"I've built machines faster than you —
Used well my hands all of my life.
I've done the best work that I knew -
And borne erect my share of strife. "
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"In me there is a power stronger
Than ail your shouting there above.
I am alive! I will last longer ~
And I can laugh, and cry, and love!**
"When you are gone, I'll still exist,
Here, undiminished, on my land.
I know, altho' there's joys I've missed,




It is another morning,
and the hummingbird comes.
The melancholy clouds sift back
the ashes spread upon their silk.
If there's another pyre, remember hopes
forever silenced by the shroud
encircling those who went to climb






Until my youth and hope pucker
"Now her beauty, so it is reported,
was not so passing as unmatchable
of other women, nor yet such as





that a man could not possibly but
be taken in.
"
Hearing, or stirring our own dystrophic tongues





Or an angry speech, an angry lack
With passionate falsetto cracks-
The urgent proscenium echos chasing







Striding, swinging, swaying, sultry speaking
Untouchables
And the less fabulous can be made up more
But to find an equal beauty in her talk;
A timeless... (sensuality) - oh -
"Undying fascination"
Logic (when desired)
Devotion... caresses, fondling, fingers in my hair
A nice husky voice, like
Like on...
Devotion - a real Portia
But more like -
Your urban Cleopatra, when she speaks -
Which is enough, but not butting in or anything
She laughs a lot. That's what pleasure is.
She...
She swings -
A circumambulatory foot northeast
The sequent skids on a nor 'west tack
She swings -
Her head
And her hair, charged
By a momentary gravitational clasp
Follows
Rollicking around their center, the locks
Flicker pasty strip illumination
Frozen, too, are the stutters in her eyes
















In HEART OF DARKNESS
Vicki Hill
This paper was written FALL 1983 for
Mr. William Martin 's ENGLISH 201,
COMPOSITION III.
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Joseph Conrad's novella Heart OfDarkness is a masterpiece of English
literature, a work of major importance for several reasons. At its lowest
level, the story may be viewed as an adventure tale, complete with a lush but
dangerous setting and an unusual cast of chracters. It may also be seen as
Conrad's personal indictment of the injustices of the imperialist system of
exploitation for profit. Both of these views are valid considerations,
especially in light of the fact that Conrad himself had many experiences
similar to those of his secondary narrator Charlie Marlow during the course
of his own journey up the Congo.
Edward Garnett, the man credited with the discovery of Conrad's
talent, once called Heart Of Darkness:
A most amazing, consummate piece of artistic diablerie--
an analysis of the white man's morale when let loose from
European restaint, and panted down in the tropics as an
'emissary of light' armed to the teeth to make trade profits
out of subject races. The gulf between the white man's
system and the black man's comprehension of its results-
the unnerved, degenerating whites staring all day and every
day at the heart of darkness which is alike meaningless and
threatening to their own creed and conception of life.... 1
Garnett is obviously concerned with the story mainly as a commentary on
the colonizers and their treatment of the Congo natives. However, he also
touches on the more important theme of the story. The title of the book
itself is suggestive of the deeper meaning which Conrad intended. As Ian
Watt writes in analysis of the title:
The more concrete of the two terms, 'heart,' is attributed a
strategic centrality within a formless and infinite abstrac-
tion, 'darkness'; the combination defies both visualization
and logic. How can something inorganic like darkness
have an organic center of life and feeling? How can a
shapeless absence of light compact itself into a formed and
pulsing presence? And what are we to make of a 'good' en-
tity like a heart becoming, of all things, a controlling part
of a 'bad' one like darkness? 2
All this is incomprehensible unless we consider, as Conrad intended, the im-
plications it has on human attitudes and actions. By far the most important
interpretation of the story is its chilling comment on the nature and condi-
tion of man. The "degenerating whites" in the Congo, stripped of their
social and moral standards of conduct, grow less and less civilized, more
and more savage. It is Conrad's intention, through his somewhat exag-
gerated portrayal of the changes that transform Kurtz and the others, to
show how man, in the absence of outside restraints on his behaviour, must
rely on internal character, often sadly lacking, to maintain the illusion of
civilization.
For to Conrad, civilization is merely an illusion, a subterfuge disguis-
ing the true nature of man and society. Marlow makes this discovery during
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the course of his journey up the Congo. His comment concerning the civiliz-
ed world of London that "this also has been one of the dark places of the
earth" is indicative of Conrad's idea that civilization is a mere covering over
the darkness within. "We are made to see civilization... as a brief interrup-
tion of the normal rule of darkness." 3
From this it naturally follows that man himself is equally hidden by
layers of illusion which often successfully conceal his true nature, even from
himself. As Linda Anderson writes:
In Heart of Darkness it is one of Marlow's most fun-
damental discoveries, forced on him by his entry into an
alien environment, that people do not express their true
identities but rather the roles assigned to them by their
cultural situtations. 4
Heart Of Darkness abounds with examples of "the superficiality and
pretence of a mask. "(Anderson, p. 511) For instance, the accountant,
whom Marlow meets at the first African trading station, keeps up an
elaborately stylish and pretentious appearance in spite of theuselessnessof
such an endeavour. Furthermore,the accountant is extremely devoted to his
work, and allows no interference from such trivialities as dying natives or
sick men. Although the accountant's affectations are obviously false and
absurdly out of place, Marlow respects the man's tenacity in holding on to
what is important to him.
Marlow, then, seems to accept the fact that men mask their true ap-
pearences, attitudes, and character. Even he, who "hates a lie," finds
himself masking truth in his lie to Kurtz's intended. His purpose in lying is
to allow the woman to keep her illusions of Kurtz intact. For as he says,
without illusion life would be "too dark-to dark altogether."
Conrad is aware of the importance of maintaining illusions. As Robert
Penn Warren expresses it:
...the last wisdom is for man to realize that though his
values are illusions, the illusion is necessary, is infinitely
precious, is the mark of his human achievment, and is, in
the end, his only truth. 5
To live without the comforting illusions of civilization-religion, morality,
generosity, etc. -leads, in Heart Of Darkness, to the creature Kurtz
becomes, a monster of greed, corruption, and enormous power loosed on
the jungle to take his fill of whatever he wants. It is apparently Conrad's
opinion that man, when freed from the restraining influences of civiliza-
tion, is nothing more than an especially cunning beast. He shares this view
with the great seventeenth-century political philosopher Thomas Hobbes,
who wrote that the life of man in the state of nature (that is, without socie-
ty) is necessarily "solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short." 6
Throughout the story, Conrad expresses the idea of Nature as hostile
and indifferent to the sufferings of men. He is aware of the way in which en-
vironment affects a man's behaviour and outlook. It is easy for men living
in civilized Europe, men "moored with good addresses," to despise the lack
of restraint and decorum displayed by Kurtz. However, when cut adrift
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from the influences of society and left at the mercy of nature and his own
dark needs, a man can revert to the savagery from which he came and to
which he is inseverably linked. Man's individuality is dependent on his in-
teraction with the larger group. Kurtz, by depending solely on himself and
dissociating himself from all cultural infuences, is forced to face his true
nature, dark and greedy and uncontollable. (Anderson, p. 5 14)
In spite of Kurtz's monstrousness, he gains Marlow's respect and ad-
miration. Part of the reason for Marlow's affinity with Kurtz is the similari-
ty between their goals. At the outset of his mission, Kurtz had nothing but
good intentions and high-minded ideals, conceptions which were* 'purely in-
dividualistic, supremely romantic, and grossly melodramatic." 7 Marlow
and Kurtz share certain values at first, and both come to realize through
their experiences the worthlessness and absurdity of such values. Even the
one redeeming quality which Kurtz possesses, his devotion to his life's
work, comes to a foul end. "Through Kurtz's experience, Marlow learns
that a man is defined by his work: Kurtz's work has created a hell in the
jungle, which destroys him." 8
Regardless of the lesson he learns from his brief contact with Kurtz,
Marlow remains faithful to the "nightmare of his choice," even going so
far as to lie for him. This, again, indicates his acceptance of Kurtz and what
he becomes as natural and inevitable considering the circumstances. "Con-
rad's concern is with a powerful sense of potential weakness and betrayal
lurking under an apparent confidence in an established code of behaviour
and waiting for the right circumstances of stress to emerge, often with
devastating power." 9 Marlow becomes familiar with this potential within
all men, himself included, and this explains his relative lack of revulsion for
Kurtz. It also explains his attitude toward what he terms the "flabby devil"
of the establishment, those men who feel the same urges and temptations
that Kurtz does, but who lack the honesty and forthrightness to give way to
these desires.
Conrad's view of man is strikingly similar to that of his contemporary,
Sigmund Freud. Freud thought society necessary to protect man from his
two greatest enemies; the external enemy, Nature, and the internal enemy,
the nature of man. 10 Freud held that man was ruled in everything by his
"id," that greedy and selfish child of the subconcious that demands the
satisfaction of all lusts and appetites, and is held in check by the counter-
balancing forces of the ego and the super-ego. Freud was convinced that
civilization was merely a means to control and restrain man's natural
tendencies. Conrad is showing in Heart OfDarkness the results of removing
the restraints of civilization and allowing the id to reign unchecked. (Watt,
P.117)
Conrad's unmistakable concern with nature and its effects on man is
linked to a popular nineteenth-century scietific trend, Charles Darwin's
theory of evolution. The idea of the "survival of the fittest" was frequently
used to justify the exploitation of the Congo natives. Conrad, in reversing
the commonly held notion of evolution to demonstrate Kurtz's regression to
man's former savagery, is challenging the Social Darwinism "progress"
mentality of the time.
Darwin's theory of evolution was a great departure in thinking for the men
of that time. However, it was consistent with the necessary illusions of in-
evitable progress and the reasonable orderliness of nature and man that still
prevailed. Throughout Heart Of Darkness Conrad disputes these
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nineteenth-century ideas by showing inevitable regression and the absurdity
of nature.
In Conrad's day, disillusionment with religion and political systems led
men to embrace ideas like Social Darwinism and imperialism. A steady
breakdown of values that previously were widely held was the result.
Nineteenth-century thinkers were concerned, as Ian Watt writes, that "the
disappearance of God would destroy all social and moral sanctions for in-
dividual conduct, and that thereafter, in Tennyson's words, men would
'submit all things to desire.' " (Watt, p. 116) In Heart Of Darkness, Kurtz
does indeed experience this, and the absence of the god of social influence
leads him to follow the idea of evolution through to its natural conse-
quences; he takes over the role of God himself. "Man's last evolutionary
leap was to be up to the throne that he had emptied; up, and yet, at the same
time, it seemed, far down, and far back." (Watt, p. 119)
Kurtz's adventure as God fails miserably. His power is used in the
satisfaction of his own bestial lusts and desires; and he completely rejects
his former philanthropic stance. The only result of his "kinship with this
wild and passionate uproar" is his decline into a savagery far exceeding that
even of his "adorers," the cannibalistic natives. In showing this
phenomenon of deterioration, Conrad is clearly demonstrating his own opi-
nion of the true, deepest nature of man. Even his main concern in the story,
the semi-autobiographical character of Marlow, shows this inner darkness,
as he accepts almost without question Kurtz's behavior and nature.
However, Conrad softens his view of man by offering many examples
of the outside pressures that lead to Kurtz's loss of restraint and reversion to
savagery, the foremost of which is the influence of nature. The most horri-
ble aspect of the entire story is Marlow 's realization of the similarities bet-
ween himself, Kurtz, and the natives. His growing consciousness of the true
nature of man, as seen not only in Kurtz, but also in many of the other men
he encounters, forces Marlow to concede that the world in which he has had
so much faith is in reality only a temporary and illusory vision, and cannot
last or triumph over the undeniable nature of man and society.
Conrad expresses his own final view of man in a letter to his friend
Cunningham Graham;
What makes men tragic... is not that they are victims of
nature, it is that they are conscious of it....There is no
morality, no knowledge, and no hope; there is only the
consciousness of ourselves which drives us about a world
that whether seen as a convex or a concave mirror is
always but a vain and fleeting appearance. (Watt, p. 105)
Marlow 's dawning consciousness of the real nature of man is the focal point
of the story, as is his realization that his world no longer makes sense
because his illusions have been shattered by his contact with Kurtz.
In Heart ofDarkness Conrad takes the reader on a frightening journey
behind the mask of society to view the true heart of man in all its darkness.
Fortunately, the glimpse he gives us, though powerful and effective, is not
the final word. Kurtz's dying cry, "the horror," although it can be inter-
preted in many ways, possibly is meant as a genuine epiphany; perhaps
Kurtz does realize the error of his ways and the "horror" of what he
becomes. But even if this is not so, even if his cry was merely another
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manifestation of his selfish nature and he was horrified only of dying before
his work was done, the story still holds a bright hope for the future. This
hope is Marlow. For as long as people such as Marlow can exist, people who
are honest and hard-working and intelligent enough to know their limita-
tions and weaknesses, then Conrad's view of man, though dark, cannot be
totally black and hopeless.
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THE MILLER, writing to
HIS SISTER
Marilyn Daniels
To my Elder Sister Prudence,
Why did I let you talk me into this trip? I don't really believe in this St.
Thomas fella and my wart don't bother me like yours do. You shoulda
gone to Canterbury for yourself. It would pay you right if this Becket guy
only had one wart cure in him.
You oughta see the other people in this group. Whata crazy mix. We
got everything from a high bred knight to a group of nuns and priests down
to a reever. Most of them are putt'n on airs like this was some kind of high,
religious happening stead of them just going a begging like a commoner.
And to make matters the worst, there's not a respectable drinker in the lot.
I sure miss my tavern buddies back home. Old Josh may be a sloppy drunk
but by golly he makes a night worth remember' n.
We got this high talking man gonna make us swap stories all the way to
Canterbury and back. Says the best story will win a dinner back at the
tavern. But there ain't a decent tale among this whole group. Old Josh
could'a sure set their ears a'burnin. I'll tell one of his best when it comes
my turn. I ain't bother'n to listen to most of these stories but I have caught
two.
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The knight kinda surprized me. You would think a man with soldier
training and fight'n skills wouldn't have much book learn'n but this guy
told a right powerful story. It was all full of courage and honor and love
and duty and it had a lot of flowery words, but it was a pretty good tale. He
appears to be a high bred type and it ain't gone to his head like some. He
don't all the time push it on you but you know he's something special with a
high calling.
The nun, though, is a different piece of cloth. She wears the habit and
says the words but you can tell she don't have her heart right. She keeps
three scrawny mutts and wears gold jewelry and pays too much attention to
how she looks to be making serious plans for the next life. Her story was a
bomb about what she called the virtues of chastity. Ha! Old Josh would'a
laughed her off the road. But at the end, her true self sneaked in and allow-
ed as how if everyone practiced chastity, pretty soon there wouldn't be
anyone left to practice anything.
Oh ho! The guy on the horse in front of me just fell off and landed flat
out in a pile of road apples. Boy, the language! If some of these stuffed
shirts loosen up a little maybe this won't be such a bad trip.
One thing scares me a little out here. This country is a lot bigger than
you think about. I mean, being stuck at home all the time don't give you a
reason to think about much you don't know.
Just finished tell'n my story! Used Old Josh's tale about the old cob-
bler who married the young wife. Course I changed it a little so it would be
about a carpenter instead of a cobbler. I did this cause the Reeve used to be
a carpenter and I don't like his looks. He's promised to pay me back when
it's his turn but I ain't worried. He's a thin, mean looking man, getting old
and he keeps to himself too much. Besides, he don't like my bagpipe play-
ing.
One member on this trip I got to tell you about. We call her the Wife
of Bath. This woman has been married five times already. She's a happy,
party type, but she ain't real pretty. She does have red hair like you, Pru,
but she's a lot heavier. Instead of warts, her bad point is a big gap in her
teeth. Maybe I should invite her home and she can teach you how to catch a
husband. One of her good points is that she is a classy dresser. She can also
ride a horse good as any man I know. But mainly, she laughs a lot and
listens well and is just fun to be around.
Somebody just hollered he was hungry so we're going to stop for





WIFE OF BATH to the
WIFE OF TUB,
the wife of Bath's sister
Misty DeGross
Dearest Wife of Tub,
I am writing to you in the hope that you could know of my most recent
pilgrimage to Canterbury. I am without a husband as my fifth has passed
away, but I do have five pilgrims to travel with. My five companions con-
sist of a Knight, Miller, Reeve, Pardoner, and Nun. We are in our fifth day
of travel and many strange dreams have filled my sleep. I wish to share my
dreams with you, for if I were to speak of my dreams to my company, they
would know my most secret mission and thus my search for a sixth husband
would be far too long.
Let me begin with the first night as I slept in the Tabard Inn. The night
had been a joyful one as we pilgrims told tales to pass the time. Most tales
suited me because the tales were of lustful love, which you know is my
weakness. Anyways, as I passed to sleep I began to dream of the Knight
and myself. He was so strong and distinguished as he approached the table
and asked me to dance. I immediately accepted and we danced until the
music stopped. His chest felt fine against my breast and thoughts raced
through my mind of how it would be for him to pay his debt to me. I
departed to my room hoping that he would follow. The Knight did not. In-
stead he raced to my balcony and started singing praises of me. He sang
about my proud being, fashionable dress, and beautiful body. I ran to the
balcony and found him standing there. He kneeled and kissed my hand.
"May I have the honor of paying you my debt," he asked, as he rose from
his knee. Alas! I never thought he'd ask! But I knew I had more to gain
than he, so I asked him for some token of his passion for me. "I shall give
you my finest horse, he said, "so you may ride to Canterbury with the
greatest of comfort.' * I accepted this offer and we made love the entire
night. When I awoke I was alone, only to find that half of my bed was
unslept.
On the second day we began our pilgrimage early and stopped later that
evening at another inn, called the Grainer Inn. From the time we departed
the Tabard Inn until we arrived at the Grainer Inn, the Knight had only
looked at me once and that was when my hat of scarves accidentally toppled
from my head to the ground. I reached for the hat, but the Miller beat me
to it and handed the hat to me. "I'd like to have this heavy hat handy when
I weigh the grain," he said with a chuckle, as we continued our pilgrimage.
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I said aloud, " Better to have a ten-pound hat on my head than a ten
-pound wart on my nose!" Laughter filled the air as the Miller's face turn-
ed as red as his beard. Time went fast as we chatted and drank in the
Grainer Inn and soon it was time for rest.
Let me now begin with the second dream. I was in a strange place, a
mill it seemed to be, and suddenly the Miller appeared before me. His eyes
were filled with lust as he marched toward me. My mind was debating
whether or not to accept his gestures, but I decided to play a little game with
him. "If you give me a token of our night together, I shall give you a night
to remember," I said . His face lit up like a virgin boy as he said, "I shall
give you my bagpiped only after I have my way with you! " With his brawn,
he forced me to the ground and began to grab my posterior. I laughed sexi-
ly, letting him think he was giving me great pleasure, but my pleasure was
the gift I was about to receive. He worked hard throughout the night as I
made him feel he was giving me great pleasure. He finally fell asleep atop
me and I soon followed, only to awake alone, and to find that half of my
bed was unslept.
We did not depart early the next day because the Reeve had delayed our
pilgrimage. He made a bet with the barmaid that he could guess the Inn's
last year's grain yield by looking at this year's. The Reeve won his bet and
remained extremely cocky for the remainder of the day.
Let me begin my dream on the third night as I slept at Carpenter Inn. I
was fast asleep as I was suddenly overcome with the smell of sawdust. I felt
someone's long thin fingers touch my face. The Reeve was lying beside me.
"MY! We sure are confident, aren't we!" I said as he grinned cunningly.
"I want you," he said. I laughed. "I knew you couldn't resist me," I said.
He replied, "I want you - now!" "What will you give me?" I said. "I
will give you a coat that was my Dutchess of Norfolk's," he said. He placed
the coat on my chair and had his way with me. When I awoke, I was alone,
only to find that half of my bed was unslept.
Now, my dearest Wife of Tub, comes the last dream which was drempt
at the Rome Inn. I had slept hard that night until I heard a strange, high
pitched voice singing through my door. I opened the door to find the Par-
doner standing, staring at me with his bulging eyes. "I have come unto you
bringing four pardons in hope that you would allow me to show you my
love," he said. Grabbing the four pardons from his hand, I pulled him in-
side. "If you love me, show me," I said, laughing to myself. He quickly
undressed and revealed unto me a most feminine figure. I had four pardons
I thought, so what's a little fun going to matter? I let the Pardoner caress
my body as I thought of how much a woman he favored. I never had such a
terrible time in bed! I fell asleep while he was still working hard! When I
awoke, I was alone, only to find that half of my bed was unslept.
Well, Wife of Tub, we are in our fifth day of travel and I have analyzed
my dreams and have realized what all four dreams mean. For the first
dream with the Knight, the horse was a sign of my stubborness. As people
say, "She's as stubborn as a horse's ass." In the second dream I was given
bagpipes, a place to blow my hot air into. The third gift was a coat, to cover
my gaudy clothes and ugly body with and the fourth gift was four pardons
to take away my four sins of this pilgrimage. My sins are my dreams and I
now realize I am too old to find a sixth husband.
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Today, the fifth day of our pilgrimage, I have confessed all my sins to
the Prioress. She is taking me back to the convent so I can live the rest of
my days in solitude. I have found my sixth marriage with the Church.







This paper was written SUMMER 1983 for




Insanity is more integral to a William Faulkner novel than punctua-
ion. Bizarre and convoluted rhetoric often conveys the reader into gothic
worlds populated by lunatics, idiots, and tragic misfits who command one's
empathy and seem to speak with a voice much like Faulkner's own. These
characters are more than sensational devices. They exist not only as
valuable literary entities but as reflections of the author's psyche and sym-
bols of universal significance, the parallel traumas of the loss of innocence
and the corruption of modern civilization.
Faulkner's mad heros are in the literary tradition of strange characters
created by Shakespeare, Cervantes, Dostoevsky and Melville. 1 His affinity
'or lunatics is evident in the protaganists of his earlier works: the idiot Ben-
jy in The Sound And The Fury; 2 Horace Benbow, the despairing hero of
Sanctuary; Joe Christmas, the confused protagonist of Light In August;
Darl Bundren ofAs ILay Dying; and Quentin Compson in The SoundAnd
The Fury and Absalom, Absalom! These last two especially seem to share
many of the author's problems and obsessions. Faulkner's madmen, with
the notable exception of Popeye3 (SA), are seldom perceived as intentional-
ly malevolent. Rather, they are among his most sensitive, noble, intelligent
and sympathetic creations, and he expected the reader to share his em-
pathies for them.
Faulkner has assured us that Darl is quite insane, 4 yet he has con-
structed As I Lay Dying so that we will closely identify with this particular
character. 5 Darl's monologue is the first in the book and the medium
through which we meet the Bundren family. His subsequent monologues
are more abundant than any of the others (he talks to us more), and his
poetic eloquence induces us to see him as the most intelligent person in the
book. It has been argued that his insanity is apparent from the beginning, in
his dissociated ramblings after the accident as he tries to sleep in a
neighbor's house:
In a strange room you must empty yourself for sleep.
And before you are emptied for sleep, what are you. And
when you are emptied for sleep, you are not. And when
you are filled with sleep, you never were.I don't know what
I am. I don't know if I am or not. Jewel knows he is,
because he does not know that he does not know whether
he is or not. He cannot empty himself for sleep because he
is not what he is and he is what he is not...And Jewel is, so
Addie Bundren must be. And then I must be, or I could
not empty myself for sleep in a strange room. And so if I
am not emptied yet, I am is. AILD (76)
Although this interior monologue can be interpreted as an unhealthy
prelude to madness, it might also be seen as the ruminations of an intelligent
young man who, unlike his less cerebral brother, questions existence, reali-
ty, and identity. Note the similarities with the following:
So, because our senses sometimes play us false, I decided
to suppose that there was nothing at all which was such as
they cause us to imagine it...And finally, considering that
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all the same thoughts that we have when we are awake can
also come to us when we are asleep, without any one of
them then being true, I resolved to pretend that nothing
which had ever entered my mind was any more true than
the illusions of my dreams. But immediately afterwards I
became aware that, while I decided thus to think that every
thing was false, it followed necessarily that I who thought
thus must be something; and observing that this truth: I
think, therefore I am, was so certain and so evident... that I
could accept it without scruple as the first principle of the
philosophy I was seeking. 6
This passage paradoxically shares with Dad's a sense of dislocation and
strangeness, yet it was written by Rene Descartes, the father of modern
philosophy. Rather than lable Descartes a lunatic, one is compelled to
reassess Dad's perceptions.
Identifying with Darl rather than his family or neighbors is inevitable,
for it is Darl who takes safety first as the wagon spills into the river (145);
who, disgusted at the charade of parading with a putrifying corpse, tries to
destroy it in a fire (208); who restrains his brother from a knife fight (220);
and who intuits that which he has not observed and describes it more vividly
than those who have seen (71). "It is surely this rustic Hamlet who has the
closest affinities with his creator...Dad is Faulkner's portrait of the artist as
a young madman." 7
Quentin Compson is likewise disturbed, yet his pain is so expressively
rendered that one cannot help but empathize. Though he is also quite in-
telligent, and Harvard educated, it is his idealism and sensitivity which
cause his derangement. Edmond L. Volpe describes Quentin's interior
monologue as a "heartfelt cry of despair, one of the most moving expres-
sions of disillusionment and suffering in literature," and compares his
plight to that of Satre and the existentialists. 8 Quentin seems far more pas-
sionate and noble than his peers, for example, when he defends the honor of
women (SAF-199), or observes that "a nigger is not a person so much as a
form of behaviour; a sort of obverse reflection of the white people he lives
among." (106) He is not a suicidal maniac so much as a brilliant young man
who has seen more of life than he can assimilate. His is an "adolescent mind
in stasis," paralyzed by the chasm between his childhood ideas and the
realities, primarily sexual, of adulthood. 9
Other insane characters who engender sympathy are similarly un-
prepared to deal with reality. Benjy is innocent and loving-an eternal in-
fant; Joe Christmas is a prisoner of his cruel childhood with a proclivity for
disaster; Ike McCaslin, of Go Down Moses, repudiates his birthright
because of an inherited curse. Faulkner's early books abound with such
people.
The counterpoint to these doomed epicene poets and misfits is the ra-
tional man of action such as Jason Compson and Jewel Bundren. Faulkner
has called Jason "the first sane Compson since before Culoden, and... the
last." 10 However, Jason can function better than Quentin only because his
values are those of modern society-he is generally regarded as a hateful
villain, even by his creator who called him "the most vicious character...
I
ever thought of." 11 Jewel, the physically oriented counterpart of Darl, is far
less interesting than his brother and often less sensible-Dad frequently
66
manipulates him. Jewel is as incapable of madness as he is of Darl's keen
observations and descriptions. 12 Perhaps the only well-adjusted people in
Faulkner are extroverted paradigms of endurance such as Lena Grove of
Light in.August, or Dilsey of The Sound And The Fury, who display a
healthy stock of sensibility, love, and faith.
Several of the insane personae display a quixotic defiance of the ra-
tional world. They would rather lose everything than adapt to a world not
of their own creation. Quentin, Darl, Horace, Benjy, Joe, and Ike are por-
trayed as literal or emotional adolescents whose personal traumas are
thematically extended to represent universal tragedy. In general, they are
doomed by their own sensitivities because they perceive the monstrous ab-
surdity of existence. Faulkner seems to equate the imposition of maturity on
these innocents with the encroachment of modernity on tradition. Benjy
wails at every change in the status quo-from the loss of his sister's virginity
to the general decay of the South:
Then Ben wailed again, hopeless and prolonged. It was
nothing. Just sound. It might have been all time and in-
justice and sorrow become vocal for an instant by a con-
junction of planets. (SAF-359)
Quentin's honeysuckle summer, and Rosa's wistaria summer in Ab-
salom, Absalom! are permeated with a sense of sexual nausea, a virginal
dilemma of "love struggling against lust." 13 It is certainly a modern, cerebal
problem since a purely physical being such as a lower animal would not be
troubled so by morality. In The SoundAnd The Fury water is frequently us-
ed as a symbolic means of cleansing the stains of sexuality. Water is
employed when Caddy washes off her perfume (59), and when she looses
her virginity (84), and when Quentin makes his "fictional retreat to the
waters of the womb... that could not wash out the stain of her lust." 14
Darl seems to share this refusal to mature; in fact, his monologues are
strangely approximated by his youngest brother, Vardaman. Darl is
oblivious to Eula's flirtations (AILD-9), and he seems to associate sex with
an obscene spyglass which contains a scene of a woman coupled with a pig
(244).
Horace Bendow experiences extreme disillusionment as he realizes that
even the most idealized of women have sexual desires. This knowledge
causes him to vomit (SA-216). Joe Christmas has the same cathartic reac-
tion when he dates the woman to whom he will lose his virginity (LIA-178).
Even the less extreme characters such as Ike McCaslin are revolted by the
realities of adulthood. His repudiation of his inheritance and primitive ac-
ceptance of simpler values makes him an anachronism. These lost boys who
won't grow up seem to symbolize that which Old Ben epitomized in
Faulkner's most famous short story, "The Bear"-old ways and innocent
times which are rapidly disappearing. Faulkner himself said that the
predominance of psychological breakdown is an "ephemeral symptom of
the fear which has come about through the new pressures man has invented
for himself this century." 15 Cleanth Brooks, however, maintains that label-
ing all of Faulkner's negros, idiots, and children as primitives is misleading,
as is the tendency to equate their traumas only with the corruption of the
old South:
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For it disposes the reader to see as local and sociological- ^
ly special what is in its essence universal. Faulkner is not
concerned merely with the collapse of the old order in the
South: he is concerned with the possibilities for order in
the world of modern man. 16
Faulkner is describing not only his characters' or his own adolescence but
the transition of the old world into the new. Modern man cannot avoid the
problems that a cerebal approach to life brings:
The wilderness to me was the past, which could be the old
evils, the old forces, which were by their own standards
right and correct, ruthless, but they lived and died by their
own code-they asked nothing. 17
The man who clings to the past must suffer the consequences: alienation; in-
sanity; destruction. Unlike many of his doomed creations, Faulkner preach-
ed endurance as the ultimate virtue and warned us not to " revert to an
idyllic condition in which the dream made us believe that we were happy.
"
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"To define madness,'' Shakeapeare wrote "what is't but to be nothing
else but mad? " 19 Remeiibering that insanity is a relative term, a good case
can be made for William Faulkner's madness, and subsequently, that of his
readers.
Conspicuously little is known of Faulkner's formative years. He was
born and raised in Mississippi and formally educated only to about junior
high school. His early years must have been peppered with stories of his
great-grandfather Col. William C. Faulkner-jailer, pamphleteer, soldier,
lawyer, duelist, railroad magnate, best-selling novelist, and politician. As a
teen, Billy Faulkner began to write poetry, and perhaps this is when a
palapable change occured:
By now his generally remote and dreamy behaviour began
to be commonly noted, and though he still pitched in
baseball season and quarterbacked pick-up football teams,
he was decidedly different from the rest. He wrote and
drew, and he read. He was silent and tended to keep to
himself. Some of the students at the Oxford High School
began to tease him and call him "quair." He made no
response. 20
Like Darl and Quentin he was alienated from his peers. He was delicately
built and extremely short, and seems to have associated tallness with
masculinity. 21 His childhood sweetheart entered into a convenient marriage
with another boy. Young Faulkner worked at several unfulfilling jobs and
began to drink heavily. One can only speculate on the variety of demons
which may have tormented this rural teenage poet at the tumultuous start of
the twentieth century.
One demon who may have haunted Billy Faulkner was the spectre of
his great-grandfather. It was likely that this ancestor was used as a yardstick
against which the small, quiet and seemingly indolent boy failed to measure






pel Sartoris and Sutpen. Faulkner's ambivilance to these characters in-
dicates that he had morally condemned them but was fascinated by their
masculine force. 22
Faulkner's creations agonize over his own apparent obsessions. Incest,
death, miscegenation, decay, alchoholism, insanity and a panoply of other
morbid subjects infest his work. He has stated that his works were a com-
bination of "experience, observation, (and) imagination," 23 and one can
pnly guess which characters are most like their creator. As already noted,
|he most obvious autobiography seems to be rooted in Quentin and Darl.
^Stella Schoenberg has observed:
It is enough to the point that Quentin' s suicidal despair is
extraordinarily well-imagined and that generally
acknowledged alternatives to the irreversible plunge into
oblivion include alchohol and the creative imagination,
both of which Faulkner knew well. 24
It is interesting to note that Faulkner, for whatever reasons, did turn to
reative expression as an outlet. Unlike his misfits he thrived on hardship
ind struggle even in his writing. He said on several occasions that if he
wrote something that was perfect, that satisfied him completely, "nothing
remains but to cut the throat and quit." 25 It is probable that Billy Faulkner
mdured "a honeysuckle summer" wherein love became complicated,
values became empty, and heros suddenly seemed unheroic, but that it
strengthened him, as steel is tempered by fire, and relegated the flawed per-
sonae of Quentin and Darl to the scrap pile of the might-have-been to be ex-
amined later.
Faullkner uses several unusual techniques to portray his characters'
states of mind. He was essentially a short story writer26 and many of his
novels are collections of complete shorter stories or of one story fragmented
land retold through several viewpoints. The schizophrenic shifts in As I Lay
Dying give a unique, strangely transcendental overview of the action which
[mirrors Darl's ability to comprehend several distinct points of view and to
vividly imagine what he cannot have seen. The multiple viewpoints of Ab-
salom, Absalom! and especially those of The Sound And The Fury-idiot
receptor, suicidal narcissist, rational sociopath and limited omniscent-
Irepeat and clarify the story through a variety of styles appropriate to the
narrators. If Faulkner's own remarks are to be believed he wrote many of
his books with a minimum of conscious preparation and at furious speeds.
It is as if the collective unconscious that is so prevelant in his works is the
source of much of his inspiration. Within his books the physical becomes
metaphysical, the personal becomes universal, and the insignificant
becomes sublime-as if all time were simultaneous, myriad generations are
the same protoplasm, and the gods lurk somewhere just beyond the page.
Faulkner's weird brillance is as terrible and mysterious as that of his crea-
tions who spill, living and breathing, from his brain and into the minds of
readers, who only in retrospect realize that they have been mesmerized by a
madman.
Early in his career Faulkner, sounding very much like one of his disillu-
sioned characters, said:
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When a man learns to read, he learns of the tragedy and
despair of his own kind which he himself may suffer. It is
better for him not to know this since he may escape it, but
once he reads it, it is a part of his life-a part of his own ex-
perience. 27
Faulkner, the world-weary poet, was already tainted by the fruit of that for-
bidden tree-the escape of the innocent lay barred behind him. Later,
perhaps having exorcised his demons by capturing them in print, he amend-
ed his statement. Regarding the poetic individual, he said:
It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by
reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and
pride and compassion and pity and sacrafice which have
been the glory of his past. The poet's voice need not merely
be the record of mankind, it can be one of the props, the
pillars to help him endure and prevail. 28
It took William Faulkner half a lifetime, but he finally realized that there is,
and always has been, a method in the madness.
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This paper is one in a series of three papers written SPRING 1983 for
Dr. Bradford L. Crain's ENGLISH 422, APPROACHES TO
LANGUAGE.
Each paper concentrates on and emphasizes an area of writing and language
use: (1) STYLE; (2) SEMANTICS; and (3) THE COMPOSING PROCESS.
This paper focuses on Semantics : How words and their meanings
- relate facts and feelings about a specific place at a specific time,
- reflect how we think and communicate with each other, and
- create our perception of the world in which we live.
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JOLANTA
Out of the cold drizzle offear and uncertainty,
The present slipping under our feet,
Breathing the doom hanging over Krakow
From the steel complex, Nowa Huta,
And courage, poison in Polish lungs-
The little kawiarnia, a cafe in a side street off the Rynek,
Was warm, intimate, a hermitage of courtesy,
And we were, briefly, safe.
Lithe Jolanta of the melancholoy eyes
That could burn green at times.
The deep red wine sparkled like blood
In its candle-lighted beaker.
The sweet roll melted like salvation on our tongues,
And we became transfigured, common humanity.
Life started to go on in conversation despite history.
Her voice almost whispered a retired, intellectual father
Who inspired his daughters to look beyond the meaning of unmeaning,
A sister finding a life in London
As if economics weren 't really fate,
Her young son kicking his toys around at midnight
To prove nothing has priority over self.
Older by a generation, still
I didn't feel like her grandfather, nor fatherly-
The first time in my life I had a pretty girl only for a friend.
I felt that she and I were there, across a table
In a kawiarnia, taking wine.
She says,
"I don't read the papers, watch television, or think about politics,
History frightens me, God left me long ago,
My husband is a Zomo, I want to be happy. "
Zomo... happy... clubs, water cannons, teargas,
The
"
'secret police, " trained by the KGB.
They say.
Her happiness is her son.
Her green eyes glow with love-, but
(,
He's very difficult, too damn smart. *'
If there was cold and rain outside,
Inside there was warmth, liquid melancholoy
Washing away, like the purifying wine,
The ubiquitous soot of news.
Copyrighted by William E. Taylor, 1983.
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"Jobnta" portrays an intimate communication between two friends
-their thoughts and feelings about what they see going on in the world
around them: their present, their past, and their future. Reading the poem,
I feel as though William Taylor has chosen an extremely personal event as a
model to describe and demonstrate a greater universal concept involving a
unique characteristic of human nature: Man's capacity to bind time. 1 Time-
binding is man's capacity to invent and innovate, to see connections not
previously made between events in the past, present, and future. It is a pro-
cess by which man and culture evolve.
This time-binding ability is an integral part of the model of man as a
semantic transactor: his awareness of interactions and interrelationships
with his past, present, and future environments. It is the structure which
molds who we are. J. S. Bois contends that an individual's perception of his
interactions between the past, present, and future depend upon his own par-
ticular level of developed awareness in four different dimensions: (1) Think-
ing; (2) Feeling; (3) Self-moving; and (4) Electro-chemical. 2
Man shares two of these dimensions with plants and animals: (1)
Electro-chemical; and (2) Self-moving. Plants react electro-chemically to
their immediate environment by synthesizing the sun's energy for cellular
regeneration; animals, too, facilitate this ability, digesting food for energy,
etc. Animals differ from plants because they have the added capacity for
self-movement, enabling them to gather food, flee from danger, etc. The
ability of plants and animals to react in these dimensions is restricted to
what-is-going-on in their present environment; they show no capacity to
change patterns of behavior from one generation to another (with a few ex-
ceptions). 3 To use DeVito's and Keyser's example: A beaver builds a dam
in much the same way beavers built dams five hundred years ago, and pro-
bably will five hundred years from now; a bee dances to communicate to
other bees the specific location of food, but she cannot dance about her
dance. 4 However, the house a man builds today is not the same as a house
built a hundred years ago, nor is it the same as a house built a hundred years
from now.
To act and react, to invent and innovate on a thinking-feeling level of
awareness to his present, and his past, and his future environment is a
capacity unique to man. This characteristic of man to bind-time is an in-
tegral theme to Taylor's prom.
Within "Jolanta" we see two individuals reacting to their "present"
-the stark realities of martial law in Poland, the "past" - the influence of a
"retired, intellectual father / Who inspired his daughters to look beyond
the meaning of unmeaning," and Jolanta's hope for the "future"- her son.
These precious moments -- the sharing of private fears and dreams between
friends - is the essence of this poem. William Taylor intricately weaves im-
ages and facts with patterns of thought and feeling as we ride with him on
our time-journey.
The setting:
The little kawiarnia, a cafe in a side street off the Reynek,
was warm, intimate, a hermitage of courtesy,
And we were, briefly, safe.
. . . The deep red wine sparkled like blood
In its candle-lighted beaker.
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The sweet roll melted like salvation on our tongues,
And we became transfigured, common humanity.
...Life started to go on in conversation despite history.
...I felt that she and I were there, across a table
In a kawiarnia, taking wine.
The cafe, the candles, the food, the wine, all create an atmosphere o:
friendship, pensive thought, and shared intimacies. The mellow melancho
ly mood becomes more intimate... precious...even ethereal... as Willian
Taylor speaks of the "blood" and "salvation on our tongues" - a silen
moment, a communion, a communication between himself and Jolanta. A
the wine becomes "like blood," so they "became transfigured, commoi
humanity." Their union becomes a total involvement - a blending o
spirits - as they seem to transcend time, despite everyday and world pro
blems. Friendship, time, and age mellow, blend, and grow together:
Older by a generation, still
I didn't feel like her father, nor fatherly ~
Thefirst time in my life I had a pretty girl onlyfor afriend.
J. S. Bois describes this special communication as:
...The encounter of two semantic transactors who hold
their thoughts, values, attitudes, and purposes, their past
experiences, their present feelings, and their anticipations
of the future in sensitive contact... Both see themselves as
learners in the sense that they are ready to accept the
lessons of this unrehearsed experience... (and) create a
stronger bond of reciprical appreciation and trust. 5
Their combined knowledge of generations past and dreams for the futur
create not an additive more, but a structural more ~ a geometrically increas
ed awareness of their transactions with the world around them.
However, beyond the walls of the kawiarnia, their present reality i
dark, oppresive, and violent.
Out of the cold drizzle offear and uncertainty,
The present slipping under our feet,
Breathing the doom hanging over Krakow
From the steel complex, Nowa Huta,
And courage, poison in Polish lungs-
...She says,
"I don't read the papers, watch television, or think about
politics,
History frightens me, God left me long ago,
My husband is a Zomo, I want to be happy.
'
:
Zomo... happy... clubs, water canons, teargas,
The "secret police, " trained by the KGB.
They say.
Their reality is the everpresent existence of the pollution of Polish bodi*
and souls: the smoke and the soot from the Nowa Huta blanket their worl
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ie "secret police" inflict paranoia, pain, and death among friends and
amilies. This fear, uncertainty, and doom only make the salvation inside
le kawiarnia that much more precious.
But life, in its infinite complexity, goes on and is ever-changing. Jolan-
i speaks of her father who inspired her to explore the unknown, to look at
fe differently, and to see beyond the ordinary realities of the present. Con-
iersation and thought turn from her father to her son:
Her young son kicking his toys around at midnight
To prove nothing has priority over self.
...Her happiness is her son.
Her green eyes glow with love --, but
"He's very difficult, too damn smart. "
le is her hope for tomorrow. There will be conflicts with the militaristic
ocial party, but his innate ability to invent and innovate, to explore beyond
he here and now, insures for him a tomorrow different from today.
Our journey does not reach an end. In "Jolanta" William Taylor
ecreates an extremely personal event which, for those traveling with him,
>ecomes a fresh learning experience and a part of the process of discovery
ind insight into ourselves and the world around us.
So, from time to time, may we too find a "warm, intimate hermitage
)f courtesy" and be briefly safe to feel and think freely about lessons of
ignificant value from past generation, see objectively the realities of our
>resent, and dream and plan for the promise of a better tomorrow.
Notes
1
J. Samuel Bois, The Art of Awareness: A Textbook on General
Semantics and Epistemics (Dubuque, Iowa: Wm. C. Brown Company
Publishers, 3rd ed., 1978), pp. 121-123. Bois further explains "time-
Dinding": "According to the dictionary, 'to bind,' means among other
:hings 'to cause to cohere,' or to bring things together and to make out of
:hem a compound that becomes a new thing, a new unit, of which the
original units, previously differentiated, are blended and homogenized,
:hereby reaching a new level of energy, a new order of existence (and a new
evel of awareness)...Time, in this context does not refer so much to calen-
iar time as to the number of productive past generations whose products
ire parts or necessary conditions of what is done in the present."
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2 Bois, pp. 28-29.
3 Bois, pp. 122-123.
4 Keyser, "Korzybski's Concept of Man," in Manhood of Humanity
ed. Alfred Korzybski (Lakeville, Conn.: International Non-Aristotelu
Library, 1950), p. 316; and Joseph A. DeVito, General Semantics: Guii
and Workbook (Deland, Fla.: Everett/Edwards, Inc., rev. ed. 1974), p.l,






Now printer's ink fixes precise
Immeasurable talents of the erudite:
Symmetry reflections now unchangeable.
Mary Alsten Johnson
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